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SONGS 


Song I. A nymph of the plain. 


© Nymph of the plain, 


WP By a jolly young ſwain, 
Was addrefs'd to be kind: 


76 A Complete Calle, of 
n J cannot ——— : 
f But he lov'd to FO | 


And ſwore he ſhould die, 
Fo en — Y, 


— 2 — 


25 bluſhes like roſes, 

Which nature compoſes, 

4 d her face, 

ich an ardour and grace, 

Which Sor lover 4mprov'd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


When wak'd from the joy, 
Which their fouls did employ, 
From her ruby warm lips, 
. Thoufand odours he fips ; 
8 At the ſight of ber eyes, 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner fo ſoft, ſo engagin g and ſweet, | 
As fo might pre ber hi pſi co mee k | 
But how they will part, 
Now becomes all their {mart ; 
Till he vow'd to the fair, 
That to eaſe his own care, 
. 4 of nyt; wag 
And till then be in 
In a manner io ſoft, ſo engaging an fover, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet 


Song II. Sweet, if you love me, come away, &c. 
He. Sl an if = ge. me, ſmiling turn, | 


3 


rj 


] 
8 


ſmiling turn: 
22 
Ah! let me taſte a thouſand fips, 


* 


And 


&c. 


let me ſlip into thy favour. 
She Pray now give Oer. you court in vain, 
Pray give o'er, pray give oer, 
ray now, &c. MES 
And yet ſo warm was e'ery kifs, 
An earneſt of ſuch future bliſs, 
Pray be gone pray now ftay, 
| 1 fear at laſt he'll gain my favour. 
He. Thus let me preſs thee cloſe, my dear, 
Cloſe, my dear, cloſe, my dear, 
Thus let me, &. 
She. Fie, now you make me bluſh, I ſwear, 
Fie for ſhame, fie for ſhame, 
- Fie, now, &c. wt. \ 
He. Ah! do not frown upon me now, 
She. I feel Pa growing kind, I vow ; 
He. Since you this kind embrace allow, 
She. O dear! he has ſo mov'd me now, 
He. O let me lip into thy 
She. I fear he'll ſlip into my 
He. Kiſs, my dear, 
„ 
e. let me ſlip into thy favour, 
She. I fear bell flip lum my favour. : Togetber. 


Song III. A Tory, a Whig, &c. 
Tory, a Whig, and a Moderate man, 
er a tub of ſtrong ale, 
Met in Ailesbury vale, ö 
Where there liv'd a plump laſs they call'd buxom Nan: 
The Tory, a Londoner and high, 
The Whig was a tradeſman plaguy ſly ; 
.The Trimmer, a farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their ſuit began: 


Pretty 


A Comblets of 
Pretty Nancy , we're come to put in onr claim, 
Reſolv d 5 


For a wife we muſt carry, whate're comes on't : 
Then think upon't, 
You'll never be forry when y have done't, 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt; 
| W 


To the words of her lovers f 
I find you believe me a 
And I know too, you like my copy-hold 
nd fnce forms Hoare the bole and the held, 

One of ye I mean to try. 

But I am not for you, nor S ——- s Cauſe ; 

Nor you, with your H 's hums and haws ; 
Nor Jacob the dig, 
Nor William the Whi 
But Roger the gri 


With his mirth and mi , y pleaſe me can; 
*Tis him I will ch 


For th* conju | 
aa * 2 (> og rave and rant, 
you may cant, | 


IC... +. in 3 
"T's union and peace that the nation does want, 
So I'm for the moderate man, 


Song 


\ 


Vor. III. B | Lidia. 


Bright Lydia th' all conquering fair 


ad Damon the beautiful Wwain, 
Sat down in a jeſſamine grove, 
Where a murmuring rivulet ſtray'd, 
When Damon to kindle old love, 
Thus ſoftly reproached the maid. 


Damon. O Lydia ! while I was that he 
That ever was bleſt with your charms, 
And never a ſhepherd, but me, 
Claſp'd in that ſoſt circle, your arms; 
Then on all chearful, did fing, 
And his happineſs yielding to none, 
Deſpis d all the pomp of a King, 
And lighted a glittering throne. 


Lydia. Falſe Damon'! the virgin reply'd, 
Whilſt you true and —— A 
Conſuming whole days by my fide, 
In fighing and talking of love : 
Whilſt Phillis's beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate eye, 
Then I was the pride of the field, 
No Queen was ſo happy as I. 


Damon. Ah! name not that beautiful dame, 4 
She has totally raviſh'd my heart, 3 

Her charms ſet me all in a flame, 7 
Which ſhe fans with her muſical Art ; 

For one touch of that powerful breath, 
Wounds a heart, as it pierces an ear; 

For her I would freely meet death, | 
Would the powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 


” 


With innocent arts and pare truth, 


My heart not detains : 
Still burning with mutual defire, 

Unbroken delights we enjoy ; 
Far oftney than once Pd expire, 

To fave the adorable boy. 


Damon. But now if my heart ſhould return 
To the duty it owes thee again ; 

Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn 

. A conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 

If humbly thy pardon he'll crave, 
And 6ek when he thinks on the time 

He lighted thy love, wilt thou leave 
Thy Dattion te die for his crime ? 


Lydia. Ah! no, tho Alexis their fair, 
His charms like a planet diſplays, 
And chou art uncenſtant as air, 
And wrathful as bellowing ſeas ; 
Yet with thee a ſeries of 
Like a minute of joy I'd 


And at death not lament thee with tears, 
But lay my ſelf down in thy tomb. 


Song, V. ky feta &c. 


LL tell you a moſt merry, 
1 Of a wager that 4... - Jrouy ox / HHP 
my friend — ſet out with much heat, 
And ſo run & race with himſelf, and was beat. 


Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


gy = noble Lord Berkſhire, a Peer yet unſold, 

wit is ſtill new, and whoſe bounty is old; 

y garden, friend, run, 
| 1 ys the Doctor, tis dont. 


Like 


MI JH ft 


_ 4. 
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Songs and Ballads, 13 


Like a large knave of clubs, in your beots and your gown, 
Firſt, prithee Tom V—n, lay divinity dawn ; 
Then, tho' down hill you run, don't deſpair of ſome ſtay, 
Thoſe legs with that belly can ne er run away. 
Derry, &c. 
Twas then that of Staffordſhire's pri the pride, 
Laid his boots, and his robe, and his girdle afide ; 
My lungs, which ne'er fail, for my guts ſhall atour, 
And I'll do a miracle Woolſton ſhall own. 
Derry, &c. | ' 
It was in defiance of thick and of thin, 
That God's holy envoy ſtood ſtript to the skin; 
Oh! he labourd fo well with arms, elbows, and head, 
That my Lord thought his wager was merrily laid. 
Derry, &c. | 
And as he urg' d on o'er the plain, 
Thoſe e Hr were on could ne er turn again 3 
The gard'ners rejoic'd o'er each reverend ſtride, 
And bleſſin the prieſt, laid the rollers aſide, 
Derry, 
Each eccho reply'd in the praiſe of Tom V—n, 
As with ſpeed he urg d on his large collar of brawn, 
Till his legs not —＋ oy». og ſcore, 
Forſook | dna ſupply d them before. 


| Whilk Biſhops for places and penſions contend, 


That our Biſhops, when next in the ſenate 1 
May fo run a race by themſelves, and be beat. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


B 2 Song - 


12 


1 


No bribe ſhall ever blind me 3 
If you can like 
A Yorkſhire tike, 
An honeſt man you'll find me. 
Tho' envy's ton 
With flander hung, 


Does oft bely our country: 


as! yang 

ſt greater worth, 

Or more extend their bounty. 
Our northern breeze 

Wich us agrees, 


And does for buſineſs fit us; 
7 1 
; In love 


's affairs, 


With honour we acquit us. 


A noble mind 
Is ner confin'd 
To any ſhire or nation ; 
e gains moſt praiſe, 
F 3 bo lays 
generous education. 
While rancour rolls 
In narrow ſouls, 
By narrow views diſcerning ; 
The truly wiſe 
Will only prize 


Good manners, ſenſe, and learning. 


RY 
4 Complete Calleftion of 
Song VI. I an in Truth. 
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Songs and Ballads. 


Song VII. Forgive me, &c. 
ive me, if your looks I thought 
| id once ſome change diſcover ; 
1 © be jealous is the fault 
Of ev'ry tender lover: 
My Truth, thoſe kind ſhew, 
Which you blame ſo y3 
A ſign, alas! you little know 
What "tis wo love Sincerely. 


The torment of a long deſpair 
I did in filence ſmother ; 
But *tis a pain I cannot bear, 
1 think you _ another. 
te depends alone en you, 
1 but what you make me ; 
Divinely bleſt, if you prove true, 
Undone, if you forſake me. 


Song VIII. King Fobn, &c. 
E fair injur'd nymphs, and ye beaus whodeceive em. 
Who with paſſion engage, and without reaſon leave em: 
raw near and attend, how the bero ! ; 
Was foil'd by a girl, tho” at arms he was King. 
Derry down, &c. | 


Creſts, motto's, ſupporters, and bearings, knew he, 
And deeply was ftudy'd in old pedigree ; | 
He — ſit a whole ev'ning, and not without rapture, 
Tell who begot whom, to the end of the chapter. 

Derry down, &c. 


In forming his tables, nought griev'd him, but ſolely, 

That this man dy'd Cz/ebs, and that fine prole. 

— laſt, having trac'd — 2 - ws 

He began to have thoug increaſing his own. 
Derry down, &c. 


A damſel 


T4 A Complete Colleflion of 


A damſel he choſe, not too flow of belief, 
Ani ſhin weeks be dren} her admirer in chief: 
en. 
Was, his coat and her cgat join'd party par 

- © Derry down, &c. 


In different ſtile, to tie faſter the nooſe, 

He next would attack her in ſoft billet-doux : 

His argent and fable were laid aſide quite, 

Plain Engliſh he wrote, and in plain black and white, 
Derry down, &c. 


Againſt ſuch atchievements what beauty could fence ? 
Or who would have thought it was all but pretence ? 
His pain to relieve, and fulfill his defire, | 


The lady to join hands with the *{quire. 
— - 


The *{quire in a fret that the jeſt went fo far, 

Confſider'd with ſpeed, how to put in a bar. 

His words bound him not, ſince her's did not confine her; 

And this is plain law, becauſe miſs is a minor. | 
| Derry down, &c. 

Miß briskly reply d, that the law was too hard, 

If he, who is minor, may not be a Ward: 

In law then confiding, ſhe took it upon her, 

By juſtice to mend thoſe foul breaches of honour. 

Derry down, &c. 


She hand]'d him fo, that few would, I warrant, 

Have been in his coat, on ſo fleeveleſs an errand : 

She made him give bond for ſtamp'd Argent and Or, 

And fabld his ſhield with Gules, blazon'd before. 
Derry down, &c. 


Ye Heralds, produce, from the time of the Normans, 
In all your records, ſuch a baſe non- 

Or if without initance the cafe is we touch on, 

Let this be ſet down as a blot in his ſcutcheon. 


REY 


| Songs and Ballads. 


Song IX. Peggy in Devotion, &c. 


EGGY in devotion 
Bred from tender years, 

From my lov: 

Still was call per ore 


I made muckle buftle 
Love's dear fort to win; 
But che kirk apoſtle 
Told her twas a fin. 


13 


Faſting and 
And ſuch whini cant, 
With the domeſday ſentence, 
Frighted my young ſaint. 


He taught her the duty 
Heav'nly joys to know ; 

3 I, who lik'd her beauty, 

Taught her thoſe below. 


Nature. took my part ſtill, 
ö Senſe did reaſon blind, 

| That, for all his art, till 

She to me inclin'd. 


Strange delights hereafter 

Did ſo d | 
: She, as I had taught her, , 
Vow'd to ſhare 'em here. 


| Faith tis worth your laughter, 
Mong ſt the canting race, 

Neither fon nor daughter 
Ever yet had grace. 


P on the Sunday 
ith her daddy vext, 
dong Came to me on Monday, 
And forgot his text. Song 


A Complete Collection of 
Song X. One Sunday, &c. 


NE Sunday at St. es! yers, 
The Prince and y, 
I dreſs d with all my whalebone airs, 
Sate in the cloſet nigh. 
I bent my knees, I held my book, 
2 


But was perverted by a 
That pierc'd -—; 5-4 of 


Rn —— uſe, 
blett devotion there, 


Which gay — nets me lf, 
And other 


He watch d — — to my 2 
And bow'd with courtly 

But whiſper d love into my ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 


Lave, love, cry'd he, by all ador'd, 
My fervent heart has won 

Bur 1 peeviſh at that word, 
d he would be gone: 

He went, whilſt I, that lookt his way, 
| A kinder anſwer meant, | 
And did for all my fins that day, 
Not half ſo much repent. 


Song. XI. Was ever Nymph like Roſamond. 


AS ever nymph like Roſamond, 
So fair, ſo faithful, and ſo fond, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry charm and grace ? 
Tm alldefire, 
My heart's on fire, 


And leaps and ſprings to her embrace. : = 


ong 


"mo 
Song XII. Gently touch the warbling Tyre. 


For thy pity interceding 
| With the eloquence of tears. 


Vor. III, C When 


That fancy'd ſhe wanted a male; 
Her hair as black as an autumn floe, 
And hard as a coach-horſe's tail: 
She'd and wheedle, 
And prick with her needle ; 
What d lack? what d buy ? cry'd ſhe ; 
ng 8 
s chang'd to a groan, 
Ah! pity my moan, twangdillo, twang, &c. 


— 


nuſty 


enn twang, &c. 
ln 


r Ede ain 
\ ve 
ae ke they lr have 
The French would come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
And all as they wiſh'd, would be ; 
The Jacobite j 


A vintner's fat widow then was view'd, 
Whoſe cuckold had pick'd 
He had da half det be e 


No ſouſe paying for it, 
She'd 


But Roger refolv'd not to be her man, 
And fo gave a looſe to the next, 


The niece of a canting bleer-ey'd non-con, 
That ſtifly could canvaſs a text. 
A dame of Ch 
fain be 


Would 


too, 
be bs brite foo 
C 2 


: 
| 
: 


— j. ˙ ꝗP2¼¼qh' —: .. —::::!i! . ˙ q—ewü.Ü % „„ — 323 —— —— — — 
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- 1 "And make him of Londen free; 


But no laſs wou'd down 
by In country or town, 
80 purſe-proud was grown twangdillo, twang, &c, 
Till at laſt, Nancy, a farmer's joy, 


a milking had been, 


Came tripping it over ; 
She mov'd a Geddes 
A run the could hardly be 
8 
| Her ir- Poet 


ä ——— 
| t „ Wa 
Trang, — young twangdillo, 


Song VI. With an honeſt old Friend. 


I envy no mortal, tho' ever ſ@ great, 
View tne 1 > weltcd foe bis londy oftane ; 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, 
Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe. 


c 


T 
L 
U 
Fi 


. 


Then dare to be generous, daunleG, and gay, 
Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſp 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe. 


Song XVII. HU is not, Celia. 
T is not, Czlia, in our pow'r 
To ſay how long our love will laſt 
t may be we, within this Hour, 
May loſe thoſe joys we new do taſte : 
The bleſſed that immortal be, 
From change of love are only free. 


Then, fince we mortal lovers are, 
Ask not how long our love will laſt; * 
But while it does, let us take care 
Rr 
Were it not madneſs to deny 
To live, becauſe we are ſure to die ? 


Fear not, tho' love and beauty fail, 
My reaſon ſhall my heart direct; 
3 
And paſſion turn into ; 
Czlia, at worſt, you'll in _— 
But change a lover for a friend. 


The FART ; famous for its Satyrical Hu- 
mour 1 | 


Song XVIII. 7% Jacks of the Town, &c, 


E Jacks of the town, 
And Whigs of renown, 
Leave off your jarrs and ſpleen, 
And haſte to your arms, 
All thronging in ſwarms, 
Be ready to guard the Queen ; 
With a hum, hum, hum, hum. 


Far | 


A Complete Collection of 
For the laſt ey 


| But would make em rejoyce in France; 
With a hum, &c. 


. . | 
Made em ftare all around, | 
And in each countenance lower, 2 
Nd, — | 
3 
As i eraign pow'r ; 
With a hum, &c. 22 2 
The chaplain in place | 
Had but juſt faid grace, 9 
And then cringing behind withdrawn; 
When they call'd back, 
To examine, if the crack, 
Came from him, or the Lords in lawn ; ' 
With a hum, &c. | 


For | 


For 


Who from a mighty zeal, 
| Ld good * th —— 
. t L 4 4 R 
With a hum, &c. 


Of this, when he heard, 
Lord Comp, ſtroak'd his beard, 
And declar'd with an antique bow ; 


He, though of ſome nothing knew 
Yet he —2 vouch for two, N 
Himſelf, and his brother John How ; 


For the hum, &c. 


For the ſquire was well bred, 
And his key might have had, 
But refus'd for an old ſtate trick, 
And that he that had made ff 
With the places of the court, 
Now refolv'd upon Wharton's white ſtick ; 
With a hum, &c. 


When all this was done, 
And the crime not yet known, 
Came a law Peer to plead the caſe ; 
How that they had no intent, 
To affront the government, 
Nor had he to regain the mace ; 
With a hum, &c. 


Impos d on each ſex might be: 
And would have made it clear, 


hey ne' er ſuch a ſcape, 
Nor e er did ſuch a thing in their lives, 
As a hum, &c, 


. 


nen 


Since none but the doer could tell; 
So that huſhing up the ſhame, 
The Beef eater bore the blame, 

And the Queen, God be 'd, dined well ; 
With a hum, 4 hum. 


The Second Part of the FART ; or, The Beef- © 
eater”s Appeal. 


Song XIX. 77 Peers, that in State. 


Peers, that in ſtate 
Now with Commons are met, 
To right both the weak and the ſtrong ; 
21 8 
A poor Beef: eater's caſe, 
Who has had a moſt damnable wrong ; 
By a hum, &c. 


Strange jarring, I know, 

Twixt the high church and low, 

T > 7 your dear-valu'd hours we 
OL 
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With a hum, &c, 


For tho' I am no 
Nor to ſenate 
Yet my pri I'll maintain ; 
And as free-born of the land, 
You my wrong ſhall underſtand, 
Which I here will undaunted explain ; 
Of a hum, &c. 
The fart you late heard, 
Laid to one of the guard, 
That of late did the court ſurprize; 
"Tis prov'd was not his, 
As informers did gueſs, 
But a female's of his jolly fize ; 
With a hum, &c. 


1. ing came ny — 
ear to Buckingham Houſe, 
And the Motto all fancies excelling ; 
Near the ancient Pall-mall, 
The Park, and Canal, 
Two buxom young ladies were dwelling ; 
With a &c. 
Related ſo near, 
It does plainly appear, 
That they both from one bottom did come, 
3122 
A „ 
OF — — 
Wich a hum, &c. 


The elder when dreſs d, 
And her belly ſtraight lac'd, 
If ſhe ſtoop'd from behind, muſt roar ; 
"2 


* e 


ve * 
n * 


bats had been; 
And many tongue-com | 


Bowing low with her back-bone crump ; 


As ſhe gave a falute, 

Gave a proof ſhe was looſe in her rump 
By a hum, &c. 
Which unfortunate noiſe, 


With a laugh ſcrew'd ſo high, 
She was ready to die, | 

As ſhe follow'd her into the room ; 
With a hum, &c. 


But oh, diſmal lot ! 
Her own caſe ſhe forgot ; 


For juſt as a filly-foal piſſes, 
D 2 


1 Complete Colleftion of 
When ſhe romping does paſs 
O'er the ingi 
„n.. 
And a whiſſe, hum, &c. 


The dame of the houſe, 
That perceiv'd this abuſe, 
From could not refrain ; 
5 ing what was 'd, 
Could not eaſily be mopp d, 
Being mixt with a Stercus humain ; 
And a hum, &c. 


And, ly perfum'd, 
— — 
How the nymphs in che days of yore, 
Who were cleanly inclin'd, 
Us d a cork for behind, 
And a ſpunge for the cranny before; 
Wich a whille, &c. 
Come Ratcliff, come Hans, 
From the Vine, or from Mann's, 
Come Morley to mend this matter; 
And if theſe e vain, 
Come occult Chamberlain, 
Deep learn d in the ſecrets of nature ; 
And a hum, &e. 


Come Blackmore, come Mead, 
55 
erei d 
332 
Quickly cure theſe ſiſters ails, 


Some five inches under the waiſt, 
Of a whiſſe, hum, &c. 


And the ſecret to trace, 
Manage both private ways, 
Tho I mean not the ways of a ſinner ; 


EVR —— P „ TIO 7, 


$ 
| 
| 
: 
| 


That ſhe who does 
Through defect in her rump, 

Never more may perfume the Queen's dinner ; 
With a hum, &c. 


And ſhe that is found 
To be juicy and found, 
And each night fills her two white pots ; 
May reds oe Anh, any; 
That has oft made bluſh, 
Deck the room with her true lover's knots ; 
And a whiſſe hum, whiſſe hum. 


Song XX. Bleſt as tb immortal Gods is be. 


Thers falſe tongues can you believe, 
Yet not my truer ſpeaking eyes ? 
Men's tongues love teaches to deceive, 
But with his looks no lover lyes. 


The leſs I boaſt my real flame, 


The more my paſſion truth beſpealcs; 
Not what the tongue, but eyes proclaim, 
Love's infidel a convert makes. 


For lovers, like profeſſing friends, 
Are more believ'd, the leſs they ſay; 
Who more our artful ſpeeches minds, 
Than looks, does her own faith betray. 


Believe not my loud rivals then, 

_ Whilſt they to thee ſuch love profeſs; 

True love is, like true courage, ſeen 
But more, as we pretend t it leſs. 


Song XXI. How pleaſant a Sailor Life. 
OW pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 


H Who roams o'er the watery main! 
o treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain 


We 


4 Coltdlcte C of 
We're fi ; and fa 
I ha ans — 


3 — 
or 


any ſuch glittering 
A light Kea a thin + > IT 
Goes through the weeks, brave boys. 


The world is a beauti 
Bed uin he eas of life, 


The toiler with plenty — 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
—— — 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But skilful induſtry ſteers right, 
Chor. Then why ſhould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dan 
— Who lea: the helm ofthe face, 
we, to poli ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the wares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature, 

In various nations we try, 

No mortals than us can be 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Chor. Then why ſhould, &c, 


Song XXII. Smooth was the Water, &c. 


3 we guanel for riches, 


The am'rous Strephon ask'd the maid, 
What's whiter than this cream ? 
She bluſh'd, and could not tell, ſhe faid : 
Thy teeth, my pretty lamb. 


What's redder than theſe berries are ? 
I know not, ſhe reply'd ; 


| "= " The bu ie which P's longer fe, 


fe e hog her 


' —— oy 
Than ſtrawberries, cream, and ſugar. 


Song XXIII. The Parſou among the Peas. 
NE 8 a | 


They community, 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 


ful 9 nought but opportunity, 
W was wanting, their boſoms to eaſe. 
n a 
You will fee ; for as lie 


al 
i Pte Homily, Homily, 
Both away fly 


Home: ſoon as he ſaw the , full of ſpi 
As a kite, 88 — 


Like a ig hyp ite, 20 Porte. hypocrite, 
to fay : 
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Save he wou'd fair Phillida, Phillida, Phillida, 
Dreſt that holiday; 


Bat poor Ralph fah, well-a-day, welka-day, well a- day) 


turn'd was away. 
Ads niggs, crys Sir Domini (Gemini ! Domine !) 
Shall a rogue ſtay 


No, I ſerve the family, 
They know nought to blame me by, 


I read and homily, homily, homily 
r 5 
Song XXIV. — Thee. 


r 
—— 


egen e ge 
tleſs ſpleen they apes my 


— — ts in judgment's place, 
When love like mine chey blame ; 


Like them, but ſway'd by reaſon's rule, 
Amaz'd, I view the weak; 
Who learning love in folly's ſchool, 
Miſtake the bliſs they ſeek : 
Too oft, alas! the face that's fair, | 

With feign'd good humour gay; 

Conceals the ſoul that's infincere, 
And clouds the promis'd day. 


To her my heart its homage owes, 
On true deſert intent, F 
Whoſe ſenſe of nature's bleſſin ; goes 
No farther than content , . 


Songs and Ballads. 


Such beauty time itſelf ſhall ſpare, 
Or, what that loſs ſupplies, 
y!) Virtue ſhall make her reafoy's care, 
And charm the lover's eyes. 


Her face im conqueſt made, 
And could but gently charm ; 

Her mind the ſubtiile fire convey'd, 
With _ my ſoul is warm: 

Then guiltleſs, let me the flame 
— at laſt ſo 25. 

To catch the cauſe from whence it came, 
And bleſs a faithful pair. 


Song XXV. God proſper long our noble King. 
N Tyburn-road; a man there liv'd 

A juſt and honeſt life; . 
And there he might have lived ſtill, 

If fo had pleas d his wife: 


But ſhe, to vicious ways inclined, 
A life moſt wicked led; 

With taylors and with tinkers too, p 
She oft defil'd his bed. | 


Full twice a-day to church he went, 
And ſo devout would be; 

Sure never was a faint on earth, 
If that no ſaint was he. 

This vex'd his wife unto the heart, 
She was of wrath fo full ; 

That finding no hole in his coat, 
She pick d one in his skull. 


But then her heart gan to relent, 
And griev'd ſhe was full fore ; 
That quarter to him for to give, 
She cut him into four. | 
Vol, III. | E All 
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r 

T quarters convey d; 

And in a ditch at Marybone, 

His head at Weſtminſter ſhe threw 
All in the Thames fo wide ; 

Says ſhe, my dear, the wind ſets fair, 
And you may have the tide. 


But heav'n, whoſe pow'r no limit knows 
On earth, or on the main, 

Soon caus'd this head for to be thrown 
Upon the land again. 


High mounted on a ſhelf 


— 


— Ct — 


Songs and Ballads. 


\AIR Iris and her ſwain 


ht the 


He lad, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make me bleſt. 


tris. An eaſy yielding maid, 
By truſting is undone ; 
Our ſex is oft betray d 
By granting love too ſoon : 
n 
to redreſs ; 


to love me longer yet, and longer, 
you ſhall poſſeſs. 


7537. The little care you ſhow 


„ 
too ſlow, 
to laſt: 


Fair Vis, kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate; 

And Eindly fill, and kindly till, 
Before it be too late. 


tris. You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advantage make ; 
'Tis not for maids to give, 
But *tis for men to take : 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And kindly ftill, and kindly, 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
rhyfe. And may I kifs jou kind] 
may I kiſs you y ? 
tris. Yes, y ou may * kindly. 
2 


Seng XXVI. Fair Iris and ber Swain. 


Thyrfis. 
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Thyrfis. And kindly ſtill, and kindly ? 
Iris. And kindly ſtill. and kindly. 

Thyrfes. And will you not rebel? 
tris. And J will not rebel: 
But do not kiſs and tell. | 
But do not kiſs and tell. ' 
Thyrfis. No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 


Beth. Thus at the height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poor: 
Till we can give no more : 
But what to day will take away, 
But what, &c. 
Song XXVII. The Wheel of Life. 
W Adorn'd with charms and beauty not her own, 
here H „ Pitying nature, kindly made, 
Ye Gods, ſhe cries in ecſtaſy of heart, 
How near can nature be expreſ?d by art 
The very pouting lip — the killing eye. 
Blunt and ſevere, as Manly in the play. | 
The picture bears this likeneſs, it is true, 
The canvas painted is, and fo are you. 
HAT though hur is in low eftate, 
Hur couſin is to all the great; 
The 


No, no, Ill never kifs and tell. 
We give and we give, we give and we give, 
To-morrow will reſtore. 
HEN Chloe's picture was to Chloe ſhown, 
Such lips, ſuch eyes, as Chloe never had : 
Well, it is wond'rous like nay let me die, 
Downright replies —— like, Madam, do you fay ? 
Song XX VIII. Pity the Fall of brave Du Val. 
well-born Knight and courtly Squire, 


What can hur ſoul then more defire ? 

But yet hur muſt lament and ſay, 
Pity the fall of Welchmen all, 
Well-a-day, well-a-day ! 


n, 


Val. 


Songs and Ballads: 


Hur is as good a gentleman 


As ever came from 


Tho in a brothel her retail N 


The true and nut-brown Pembroke ale ; 
Which makes her now to lament and ſay, 
Pity the fall, &c. | 


Hur left hur own dear native air, 

In haſte for London city fair: 

Hur made the dolefal way on foot, 

Oblig'd to neither ſhoe nor boot: 

Which makes hur now to lament and ſay 
Picy the fall, &c. | 


Hur father own'd a good the goat, 

For all her wears a liv'ry coat ; | 

And tho” her ſwings behind a coach, 

Unto her birth "tis no reproach : 

Which makes hur now to lament and fay, 
Pity the fall, &c. 


What though in rotten leathern chair 
Hur ſhoulders bear a lady fair, 
Hur ſhoe- heel's humble, flat and low, 


Hur it was not ſo: 

Which — 12 to lament and ſay. 
Pity the fall, &c. 

What though her drives a dirty dray, 

And barrels bungs with naſty clay, 

Still hur's of ancient pedagree, 

As in hur bible you may ſee: 

Which makes hur now to lament and ſay, 
Pity the fall, &c. 


Tore d in the ſtreets for jobbs to wait, 

For all hur landed fine eſtate, 

One pound per Annum, penny rent, 
Which ſhews hur good and great deſcent, 


And makes her now to lament and ſay, 
Pirv the fall, &c, 


. 


I 


Although 
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ö hur like a horſe doth ſlave, 
Hur came of anceſtors moſt brave; 
Hur mother's cat ſhe flew a ſwan, 
Hur kick d a bold train-band ; 
Which makes her now. to lament and fay, 


Pity the fall, &c. 
Hur hi much 


N 
At Engli — 
. their flirts and fleers, 
Daily thrown into Taffy's ears: 
Which makes hur now to lament and ſay, 
Pity the fall, &c. 


Should her once chance to wear a ſword, 
And be a valet to a lord, 


longer then complain, 
gentleman again ; 
Hur muſt no | lament and ſay, 


Pity the fall — Welchmen all, 
Nor well a- day, nor well a- day. 


Song XXIX. To me you made, &c. 


I. me you made a thouſand vows, 
2 wakes things youve fold 
I gave you all that love allows, 


The pleafures of the nuptial bed : , 


But now my eyes have loft their charms, 
Or you abate in your defire ; 

You wiſh another in your arms, 
And burn with an unhallow's fire. 


H. That charming Celia I admire, 

I muſt with pleaſure own is true ; 
But had I ten times the defire, 

How would the paſſion injure you ? 


332 


IF. Love is a ſacred tree of life, 
That up to heaven its branches rears ; 
But admiration's but the leaf, 
Enjoy ment is the fruit it bears. 
X. Thus, while you raiſe a vain diſpute, 
Your paſſion but itſelf deceives, 
While you yourſelf have all the fruit, 
Why need you envy me the leaves ? 


Both. Away then, all fondneſs, I find tis in vain 
For wives, when neglected, to ſigh and complain, 
We raiſe the looſe wiſhes we ſtrive to reſtrain. 
"Tis a folly to whine, to languiſh and grieve, 
Let us rather endeavour ourſelves to deceive ; 
What we witſk to be true, love bids us believe. 
Time, reaſon, or change, at laſt will relieve ; 
"Tis a folly to whine, to languiſh and grieve. 


Song XXX. Oli Love, if @ God thou wilt be. 


She. H love, if a God thou wilt be, 
Do juſtice in favour of me, 
For yonder approaching I ſee 
| A man with a beard, 
Who, as I have heard, 
Has often undone | 
Poor maids that have none, 
With ſighing, and toying, 
And crying, and lying, 
And ſach kind of foolery. 


He. Fair maid, by your leave, 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleaſure to meet you here ; 
Pray tremble not fo, 
Nor offer to go, 
I'll do ye no harm, I ſwear, 
Fil do ye no harm, I ſwear. 
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She. My mother is inning at home 
My father works at his loom, 
Pray, nen, don't 
Nor give us affront ; 
We're none of the town, 
Will lie down for a crown, 
Then away, Sir, and give us room. 


e're as freſh as a roſe, 
I want one of thoſe ; 
Ah, how ſuch a wife would charm ! 


Eſtate too in good free-hold ; 
My dear, let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 
Befides A good purſe. of gold. 
She. You make me to bluſh, now I vow ; | 
| Oh Lord, ſhall I too baulk my cow ? | | 


But 1 


But 


Songs and Ballads. 
But fince the late cath you have ſwore, 
Your ſoul ſhall not be 
In danger for me ; 
P'll rather agree, 
Of two to make three 3 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
And Tl neer go a milking more. 


Song XXXI. Of all the Girls that are ſo ſmart. 


thro' too much pride or love; 
Neer fail of inclination 
Lo breed their children far above 
The level of their ſtation. 
yd ing-ſchool 
"  Muft is daughter, 
+ To ſpend what he ſhould give the fool, 
o match her well hereafter. 


So when the wench am'rous 
Declares ſhe's ri — 
In Minuet and in 


And 
Ti that liule fellow, 
Called Punchinello, 


Soups and Ballads. 


I mean, the bull 

Yet dredles himlt 

Without a commiſſion, not worth a graat, 
But ſtruts with an empty pocket. 


Song XXXIII. A pox on the times, 


— 
ſtill, 


* 
And drown all our forrow with claret : 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us good wine, ' 
Let em take all our droſs, we can fpaze it. 


No miſer can be 
So happy as we, 
Tho compaſs d with riches he wallow z 
Day and night he's in fear, 
And ne'er without care, 


While nothing diſturbs the good fellow. 
F 3 
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Come, fill up the glaſs, 
And round fot je paſs, 
For nature deth Vacuums decline; 
Drown the formal aſs, 
That's id of his face, 
We'll drink till our noſes do Phoebus outſhine. 


While we've plenty of this, 
We can ne'er do amiſs, 
'Tis an antidote gainſt our ruin; 
And the lad that drinks moſt, 
With honour may boaſt, 


Song XXXIV. Draw, draw the Curtain. 


Rraw, draw the curtain, ſie, make haſte, 
The panting lovers to be alone ; 
'he precious time no more in talking waſte, 
There's better buſineſs going on: 
The next ſwift moment's not too ſoon ; 


Song XXXV. Come, cheer up your Hearts, 


OME, cheer up your hearts, 
And call for your quarts, 
And let there no liquor be lacking ; 
We have money in ſtore, 
e 
Until we have it all packing. 
Then, drawer, make haſle, 
3 
t give ev'ry man e; 
T2 avoid all trouble, 
Go fill the pot double, , 
Since he that made one, made two, g 
Since he that made one, made two. 


Come drink, my hearts, drink, 


We never will lack, 
Since he that made two, made three, 
Since he, &c. | : 


The old 
Sits all the day drudgi 
At home, with brown 


and ſmall beer; 
N 


have money in ftore ; 


A Camplite Clans of 
With ſcraping damn'd pelf, 


Howe'er the world go, 


But we'll not da ſo, 


He ſtarveth himſelf, 


Scarce eats. a good meal in a year: 
Since that we 


4s 


- Songs and Ballads. 


But now the time's come, 

Thar Ve En 
Our liquor's all gone, that's for certain 

Wk make ms | 
_— OED 

on't us one at our parting. 

But all is Thy 

Let's not be d. 


But fl — 
1 in 8 


— . 
Since he that made ſix, made ſeven. 
Since he, &c. 


Song. XXXVI. Around the Plains. 


Round the plains my heart has rov'd, 
4 1 my -—- wi 
Ide proud turns * 
Dr 

I danc d. I ſung, I talk d, I toy'd, 
While this I wood, I that enjoy d, 

And e er the kind, with kindneſs cloy'd, 
The coy refign'd her charms. 


But now, alas! thoſe days are done : 
The wrong'd are all 9 — 
Who, "ike a frighted 
Yet leaves her image 
O could I, yet, hey hone _ 7 
Before her feet my pride would fall, 
And for her fake forſaking all, 
Would fix for ever there. 


wy XXX VI. *Twas Fancy firſt, &c. 


WAS fancy firſt made Czlia fair, 

*T was fancy gave her ſhape and air ; 
It robb'd the ſun, ſtript ev'ry ſtar 
Of beauties to beſtow en her ; 


. % 


1 
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And when it had the Goddeſs made, | 
Down it fell, and worſhipped, 
Creater firſt, and then a creature; 
Narciſſus, and a pail of water. 


Song XXX VIII Celemene; pray tell me. 


Sung by a Boy and Girl. 

. 
Pray, pray tell me, Celemene, 
Waen pretty, pretty, _ _—_— 4. 
Why my heart beats, beats Lale. 
Why, why it will not, it will not why, 

not let me reſt ? 
Why this trembling, why this trembling too all o'er ? 
Pains I never, I never, never, never felt before : 
And when thus I touch, when thus I touch your hand, 
Why I wiſh, I wiſh, I wiſh, I was a man r 


She. How ſhou'd I know more than you ? 


Sure, ſure in love there's ſomethin 


Yet wou'd be a woman too. 

When you waſh yourſelf, 4 an 

I, methinks, could look all 

Nay, juſt —_—— juſt now Aa. am pleas d 


Shou'd you, ſhou'd you kiſs me, I won't tell, 

Shou'd you, ſhou'd you kiſs me, I won't tell. 

W «pr no I won't tell, no, no I won't 
Sheu'd you kiſs me, I won't tell. 


Tho? I cou'd do that all day, , 
And defire no better play : 


g more, 
Which makes mamma ſo big, ſo big before. 


She. Once by chance I heard it 


Don't ask what, don't ask w 


for I'm aſham'd : 
Stay 
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Stay but till you're paſt fifteen, | 
ran BE then you'll know what 'tis I 
mean, | 
Then you'll know what, then you'll know what 'tis I 


mean. 
'o He. However, loſe not preſent bliſs, 
But now we're alone, let's kiſs, let's kiſs. 
She. My — - heave, fo heave, ſo heave, 
He. My pant, pant, ; 
She. There's ſamerhivg, ſomething, ſomething more we 


|, nan ſomething, ſomething more we 
will want. | 
wt Song XXXIX. My Goddeſs Celia, beav'nly 


ns Fair. 

HEN Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings, 
She charms with melody divine ; 

But if a melting air ſhe ſings, 
In concert all the muſes join. 

The youthful, wanton little Loves, 

lead Around the beauteous charmer fly ; 

And ev'ry way the virgin moves, 
She makes us love, and bids us die. f 


5 The Graces preſs about the fair, 
"I Where youth and blooming glories reign : 0 


And, while her voice imploys the ear, 
Her eyes provoke an am'rous pain. 
How ſhall I mitigate my woes? | 
O! where 7 the wiſh'd redreſs ? 
A ſtranger to all ſoft repoſe, 
Where charms and muſick both oppreſs. 


With her in ſymphony we go ; 
We ſoar, when ſhrill ſhe riſes high: 


'd: And to ſoft cadence finking | 
| ng low, 
Stay Intent the faculties apply. | 
Vor. III. © Italian 


Italian are wont to 

Tube ſenflefs words join harmony : 
But ev'ry one to this agrees, 

Both ſenſe and muſick meet in thee. 


Song XL. Of all the Girls that are ſo ſmart. 
F all the toaſts that Britain boaſts, 


2 The gim, the gent, the jolly, 
e brown, the fair, the debonair, 
There's none cry'd up like Polly; 
She'as fir'd the town, has quite cut down 
The opera of Rolli; 
Go where you will, the ſubject ſtill 
Is pretty, pretty Polly. 
There's Madam Fauſtina, Catſo, 
And eke Madam Catſoni, 
Likewiſe Signior Seneſino, 
Are tutti abandomni. | 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re mi fa, 
Are now but farce and folly ; 
We're raviſh'd all with toll, loll, loll, 
And pretty, pretty Polly. 
The ſons of bays in lyric lays 
Sound forth her fame in print-o ; 
And as we paſs, in frame and glaſs 
We ſee her mezzotinto : 
In Ivy-lane, the city ſtrain 
Is more on ſtrait-lace Dolly; 
And all the brights, at Man's and White's, 
Of nothing talk but Polly. | 
Ah, Johnny Gay, thy lucky pla 
Has made the chicks — ? 
They cry tis flat, tis this, tis that, 
But let chem laugh that win-a : 
I ſwear parbleu, tis naif and new, H 
Ill-nature is but folly ; 
T has lent a ſtitch to rent of Rich, 
And ſet up Madam Polly. 


S t> =O GU”, GO 


Ah! 


g Says and Ballads. 

Ate my wh hte 
Fi w_ bo —— may hide a Pot infide, 
you may catch a —— 
1 If ponders 3 


n you melncoy, 
Alas! alas! poor Polly. 


Song XLI. Silvia, methinks you are unfit.” 


ILVIA, methinks you are unfit 
For your great lord's embrace ; 
For tho we all allow you wit, 
We wn a handſome face. wy 
Then where's the pleaſure, where's the good, 
Of ſpending time and coſt ? | - 
For if your wit ben't underſtood, 


Your keeper's bliſs is lot. 


Song XLII. All the world's in firife and burry. 


LL the world's in ſtriſe and hurry, 
And the lord knows when twill ceaſe 3 

Some for intereſt, ſome for glory, 

Tho' their tongues run all of peace: 
Since the high church then and low, 
Make our daily miſchiefs grow, 
And the great, who fit at the helm in doubt, 
Are not ſure, how quickly they may turn out: 

How bleſt is the ha happy he, 

Who from town, and the faction that is there, is free; 
For love, and no ill ends, 
Treats his neighbours and his friends, 
He ſhall ever in the book of fame, 
Fix with honour a glorious name. 


He that was the high purſe-bearer, 
At his levy no crowds you * 
2 


Ah! 


ng XLIII. Chloe, when I view thee ſmiling. 
Sw = when I view thee ſmiling, 
Plefing 


1 


Guard my ſtate, and crown my love. 


To behold thee gayly ſhining, 
Is a pleaſure paſt defining, 
Loy feature charms my ſight ; 
But, O heavns ! when Pm careſſing, 
ing raptures never ceaſing, 
Fill my foul with ſoft delig 


Oh! thou lovely deareſt creature 
Sweet enſlaver of my heart; 255 

Beauteous maſter- piece of nature, F 
Cauſe of all my joy and ſmart! 


In thy arms enfolded lay me, I 
To diſſolving bliſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my ſoul to reſt ; N 
Gently, kindly (oh my treaſure !) 
On thy panting ſnowy breaſt. 


N Songs and Ballads) | 


OBY SWILL, 
Has neer his fill, 


” 


Until a bill is call'd ; 
That ftrikes him dumb, 
He's then 

And all his mirth is palld. 


Of a whole club, 
To drink, and not to pay. 


Song XLV. What art thou, &c. 


T art thou, love ? whence are thoſe charms, 
That thus thou bear'ft an univerſal rule? 
For thee the ſoldier quits his arms, 

The king turns ſlave, the wiſe man fool. 


In vain we chaſe thee from the field, 


And with cool thoughts reſiſt thy yoke ; 
Next tide of blood, alas! we yield, 
And all thoſe high reſolves are broke. 


In vain our nature we accuſe, 
And doat becauſe ſhe fays we muſt : 
This for a brute were an excuſe, 
Whoſe very ſoul and life is lult. * 
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To get our likeneſs, what is that ? 
Our likeneſs is but miſery : 
Why ſhould I toil to p 


Another thing as vile as T? 


From hands divine our ſpirits came, 
And God that made us did inſpire 

Something more noble in our frame, 
Above the dregs of earthly fire. 


Song XLVI. When Innocence, &c. 


en innocence and beauty meet, 
To add to lovely female grace, 
, how beyond expreſſion ſweet 


Is every feature of the face ! 


By virtue ripen'd from the bud, 
The flow'r angelick odours breeds, 


The fragrant charms of bein L 
Makes gaudy vice to Gnch fie weeds. 


Oh facred virtue, tune my voice 
With thy inſpiring harmony ; 
Then I ſhall fing of ring joys, 
And fill my with love of thee: 


To laſting brightneſs be refin'd, 

When this vain ſhadow flies away; 
'Th* eternal beauties of the mind 

Will laſt, when all things elſe decay. 


Song LXVII. Waft me ſome ſoft, &c. 


EE, in the limpid floati a 

How bright Aurelia — 1 [ 

So hillies in a cryſtal caſe 
Receive a gloſs, and look more fair, 


She 


She like the orient morning ſhows, 
, When lifting o'er the waves her head ; 


Or Venus, when the roſe, 
And firſt forſook her wat'ry bed. 


Take heed, ah! lovely maid, take heed, 
Leſt in the mirror thou ſhoud't ; MP 
Thy blooming charms, and for 'em 0 
Narciſſus like, and for em die. 
For who unmov'd can view that breaſt 
That ſhape ! that face ! thoſe matchleſs charms! 
I find my foul with love * 
And raging fire my boſom warms. 


Oh! that ſhe was by me entwin'd, 
Where now the wat'ry circles run; 
Till we, like Salmacis were join'd, 
Our bodies blended both in one 
Plunge in the fount, ye old and weak, 
"Twill kindle life, and youth reſtore ; 
And, like the Stygian current, make 
Your limbs as vig'rous as before. 


Song XLVIII. Young Damon once the, &c. 


Uley, no more miſpend your prime, 
But wiſely uſe the preſent time, 

Nor truſt a future day ; 

In vain you think that lovely face, 

Adorn'd with every blooming grace, 
Will not in tune decay. 

Obſerve the lillies in the field, | 

That pleaſant ſcents and proſpects yield, 
How ſhort their beauty laſts ; 

— — their blooming whiteneſs fades, 
o ſoon they mourn with drooping heads, 
In winter's chilly blaſts. . 


— 
= 
* 


She 
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Then to ſome thy charms reſign, 

[Oh! may the happy fate be mine) 
And kindl n 

If in bloom you yield to love, 

The ſwain will ever conſlant prove 
When age that bloom deſtroys. 


Song XLIX. The danger is over, &c. 


H E danger is over, the battle is paſt, 

The nymph had her fears, but ſhe ventur'd at laſt: 
try'd the encounter, and when it was done, 

She fmii'd at her folly, and own'd ſhe had won. 


her eyes we diſcover the bride has been 'd, 
. her, her IN 
She diſſembles her joy, and affects to look down, 


Appear, all ye virgins both aged and young, 
And you that have carry'd that burthen too , 

Who ve loſt precious time, and you who are lofing, 
Betray'd by your fears twixt doubting and chufing : 


Draw near, and learn what will ſettle your mind, 
You'll find your ſelves happy, when once you are kind; 
Do but wiſely reſolve the tweet venture to run, 

The loſs will be little, and much to be won. 


Song L. Ab, how ſweet, &c. 

H, how fweet are the cooling breeze, 

And the blooming trees, 

When into his bower love guides Muſidora 

When we meet there, the nightingales fing pretty tales, 
Miſtaking my dear for the goddeis Aurora: 

Jeſſamines and roſes, 


diſcloſes, 
And ſtrews as walks. 


> 0 PTY 


FEY 


EC. When CO De got Muſfidora ! 


Song LI. Young Damon once the happief 


Swain. 


it laſt ; 


He haunts the ſtream, he haunts the grove, 
Lives in a fond romance of love, 


Their envy made the ſhepherd find 

Thoſe eyes, which love could only blind, 
So ſet the lover free; 

No more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 

Or with a true love-knot, or name, 
Engraves a wounded tree. 


Ah Celia ! (fly Sabina cry'd) 
Tho! neither love, we're . deny d: 
Let either fix the dart. 
_ ! (ſays Celia) fay no more; 
That ſpite which broke his chains before, 
Would break the other's heart. 


Oh Vor, III. H Song 
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2 T love thee, by Heaven, &c. 


ory I covet, K 
to me ; 


4 


a5 1 beg ef k 


With unruffled, n 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare ; 

Re 
And the reſt is but folly and car 


The bleſſings which providence freely has lent, 
PI juſtly and y prize ; 

Whilſt ſweet tations, and cheerful 
Shall make me both healthful and wiſe. 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay, 
1 1 — my =, 
or ev'ry object my eyes can ſurvey, 
Contributes to my 


How vainly, through infinite troubles and ſtrife, 
The many their labours employ ! 

Since all that is truly delightful in life, . 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


Song LIII. Obſerve the num' rous, &c. 


Bſerve the num'rous ſtars which grace 
The fair expanded skies; 

So many charms has Lesbia's face, 
A thouſand more her eyes. 


Whene'er the beauteous maid appears, 
We cannot but admire ; 

But when ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe charms our cars, 

And ſets our ſouls on fire. 


212 
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; Songs and Ballads. 


What pity 'tis, a creature 
By nature form'd fo fair, 
Divine in ev'ry feature, 
Shou'd give mankind deſpair ! 
She gazes all around her, | 
And gains a thouſand hearts 3 
But Cupid cannot wound her, 
For the has all his darts. 
Song LIV. Farewell, &c. 
Fig the town's ungrateful noiſe, 


In ſweet my choice ſhall be ; 
S n: 


Time 
Dear content's a world to me. 


Great Pan has left his foreign powers, 
Where peace fat ſmiling crown'd with flowers, 
To govern Albion's ſiitborn flocks, 
Whoſe hearts are harder than their rocks; 
He that's royal 
Loves all loyal 
Hearts like mine, from treaſon free; 
hat H 2 


Peace 
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Peace, when laſting, 

Love ne'er waſting, 
Is a world to him and me. 
Oh, ſtate and glory unconfin'd ! 
Thou burning fever of the mind ! 
I, midſt the grandeur thou doſt bear, 
In content more bleſt appear. 

Flowers when ſpringing, 

Birds when finging, 
In my rural ſhade I fee ; 

Plots ne'er making, 

Hearts ne er aking, 


Dear contents a world to me. 


Song LV. On, on, my dear brethren. 


Ere's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry, 
And drown all our cares in full bumpers of merry: 
ommit ev'ry care to the guardians above, | 

And we'll live like immortals in pleaſure and love. 
Here's Phillis's health, lo! the liquor flows higher, 

"Ts Phillis's name that awakens the fire: 

- Since the liquor is clear, let our eloquence ſhine, 

And fancy be brisk, as the ſparkling wine. 


Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, ye Cupids, ye Swains, 
Go pluck the ſweet roſes, the pride of the plains ; 
Pluck only ſuch roſes as worthy the fair, 

And weave her a chaplet with diligent care : 


While to yon cool poplar's kind ſhade we retire, 

To melt in embraces, and mingle our fire; 

In languiſhing bliſſes, we'll live, and we'll die, 

She'll melt in the flames, that I catch at her eye. 


Song 
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ET joy alone take place, and muſick ſopnd, 
To celebrate the day, conform the voice ; 


Youth tires, it warms 
Let no man think to flinch, but fill each glaſs, 
For drinking only can augment delight: 

Nor ſhall the fair bride nor bri paſs, 
For Bacchus now prepares them for the night. 
Let health and wealth, indulgent happineſs, 


For ever on this new-made ; 


Let each in mutual love the other bleſs, 


So may their joys tranſporting never end: 
r NCD ie fron, 
pour them ev'ry day a joy: 
Each happy, Cading that for which ſtrove, 
At ev'ry nine months end a thumping boy. 
Song LVII. Fiavis's Eyes, &c. 
LAVTIA's eyes, like fires ſuppreſs d, 
Mere y flame again ; 
Nor can her beauty be decreas'd, 
Or alter'd by her pain. 


Thoſe various charms which round her play, 
And do her face adorn ; 

Still as they ripen, fall away, 
Freſh beauties ſtill are born. 


Song LVI. The bonny — mn, 
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Song L VIII. A. ſoon as the Chaos, &c. 


S ſoon as the chaos was turn'd into form, 
— 1 — — 
hey quickly did join 
In a know divine, 
That the world's chiefeſt gs we wm and wine 
Since when by example, i — delights, 
Wine governs our days, n 
Love on 
— — 
On a myſtery out of our reaches: 
Be moral in thought, 
To be merry's no fault, 
Tho” an elder the contrary preaches : 
For never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, was an age of more vice, 
Than when knaves would ſeem pious, and fools would 


Song LIX. Auld lang ſyne. 


HE morn was fair, the sky ſerene, 
0 The face of nature ſmil'd ; 
Sott ews impearl'd the tufted plain, 
And daiſy-painted wild: 
The hllowee gilded by the fan 
breath'd the vernal air, 
Her * hymn the lark 
To ſooth the ſhepherd's care: 


When Mira fair, and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful love, 
with the riſing day, 
Together ſought the grove : 


Songs and Ballads. 


And near a ſmooth tranſlucent ſtream, 
That filent ſtole along, 

Thus Colin to his matchleſs dame 
Addreſs d the tender ſong : 


Hark ! Mira, how from yonder tree 
The feather'd warblers fing ! 

They tune their artleſs notes for thee, 
For thee, more ſweet than ſpring. 

How choice a fragrance thro? the air 
Thoſe ſpring-born bloſſoms ſhed 

How ſeems that vilet proud to rear 
Its purple · tinctur d head 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneſul race 
Thy heart-bewitching tongue, 

Who would not fondly haunt the place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung ? 

Ye flow'rs. on Mira's boſom preſs d. 
Ne er held ye place ſo fair; 

Thoꝰ oft ye breathe on Venus” breaſt, 
And ſcent the Graces hair. 


Shall I to gems com thine eyes ? 
Thy skin to a 

Thy balmy breath, to gales that riſe 
From ev'ry new-blown roſe ? 

Ah, nymph ! fo far thy charms out-ſhine 
The faireſt forms we ſee; 

We only gueſs at things divine, 
By what appears in thee. 

Twas thus enamour'd Colin ſung 
His love- excited lays ; 

The grove with tender ecchoes rung, 
Reſounding Mira's praile : 

And thus cries love, who ſported near, 
And wav'd his filken wings, 

What wonder, fince the nymph's ſo fair, 
So fond the ſhepherd ſings ? | 
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How d' ye think my hours I ipend ? 
Fancy thus : Your country friend, 
With freſh air and exerciſe, 
Driving far diſeaſe and vice, 

Lall'd at night with calm repoſe, 


Cleanly Phillis ſets my ſalt, 
Truſty Roger brews my malt; 
Chearful ne: 


at my call, 
When diſpos d to chat withal : 

Thus unknown to fame and ſtrife, 
Steal I through the vale of lite. 
Song LXI. Say, lovely Sylvia, &c. 


Y 1 lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair, 
h 


Venus in face and mind, 

y muff not I that bounty ſhare 
You pour on all magkind ? 

The fun that ſhines promiſcuouſſy 
On prince and porter's head, 4 

Why muſt it now leave only me, 
To languiſh in the ſhade ? 


hes knw a 


Songs and Ballads. 


In vain you cry, you'll fin no more, 
In vain you pray and faſt ; 

You'll ne er us, till threeſcore, 
That Sylvia can be chaſte. 


When thus affectedly you cant, 


You're ſuch a young beginner, 
You make at beſt an aukward faint, 


That are a charming ſinner. 


E. 


2 
Talk' d of love; 
What could 
Fitter for the ſeaſon, 79, you may ues, 
Celadon was angry, — © ng 
He return'd no amorous 1 
. 
But thus, &c. 


Go, ſeducer, go—— 
Let the world no more my folly know, 
Nor let odious names of miſs and beau 


go 
Reaſon now at folly my foul ” 
I have been nd ref ng on beaſt, 
Thrown away ten thouſand pound at leaſt, 
On pretty, pretty mils, 
On pretty, &c. 


r 
Let's divide, 
1 
Now reſolve on chufing, Ir 
You have draixd my pur rais'd my fans, 


I have given five pins, 
For pretty, ps 

For pretty, &c. 
Farewel Venus joys, 
That my heart fo long did vainly prize, 


Welcome, wedlock, now to cloſe my eyes, 
Never loud nor craving ; 


Skin like ſnow, 
Eyes like ſloe, 
1 ; 
In callicoe, or lowly chinſe, to be more ſaving 
Can there any life com with this ? 
Vet methinks I long for one more 


From pretty, 1 
From pretty, &c. 


Soon was now forgot the wedlock bliſs, 
He that was ſubdu'd with one falſe kiſs, 
Went home with pretty miſs, 


With pretty, pretty miſs. 


Song 


Songs and Ballads. 


Song LXIII. Bleſt as tb immortal, &c. 


N ſlumber ſweet as Venus lay 


Within a fragrant myrtle grove, 
here odour- —__ play, 
There wily Cupid to rove. 

iz'd, he ſees the goddeſs there 
, and lul”d to reſt, 
With looſen'd zone, and golden hair, 


Soft waving o'er her ſnowy breaſt. 
This love-creating zone, he cries, 

Shall now diviner Cart'ret grace, 
Shall give new luſtre to her eyes, 

ſpread new beauty o'er her face. 

The girdle ſeiz'd, and Cupid flown, 

From ſleep aroſe the queen of love ; 
She miſs'd her beauty-giving zone, 

And ſought it, anxious, thro? the grove. 


This loſs will all my charms deſtroy, 
She cries, and O I fear —, my on, 
To give a fav'rite female joy, 
Hath all his parent's pow'r undone. 


To ſearch him out, ſhe ſpeeds away 
From place to place, with eager haſte, 

And ſpies him full of mirth and play, 
At Cart retꝰ's toilet plac d. 


The fair, ſuch charms poſſeſs d before, 
As ne'er in mortal form were ſeen, 
The girdle adds a thouſand more, 
By which ſhe rivals beauty's queen. 


In Cart'ret's face ſuch graces ſmil'd, 

The goddeſs looks away her rage; 
Tm pleas'd, the cries, fince thus beguiſ d, 
Io ſhow perfection to 1 age. 
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Song LXIV. Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream. 


Y the fide of a glimmering fire, 
Melinda fat penſively down; 
ient of rural eſquire 

And vex'd to be abſent from town : 
The cricket from under the grate, 

With a chirp to her ſighs did reply; 
And the kitten, as grave as a cat, 
Sat mournfully purring hard by. 


. Ant ng i 
Thus ſadly complainin cry d; 
When firſt 1 forfodk tha, dear 
8 4 ol 
yiy d the lon 
1122 continued Jeligh he ! 
Park, viſits, aflemblies, and play, 


And Quadrlle to eben the night. 


Are the wretched reſult of my pains ; 
The fwains brutes than their flocks, 
And the nymphs as polite as the ſwains. 


What tho” I have skill to enſnare, 
Where ſmarts in bright circles abound ? 
What tho at St. James's at prayers, 
Beaus ogle devoutly ? 
Fond virgin, thy power is loſt 
On a race of rude Hottentot brutes ; 
What glory in being the toaſt 
Of noi!y dull *ſquires in boots? 


And thou, my companion ſo dear, 
My all that is left of relief; 


Whatever 


Songs and Ballads. 


Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
2 Forbear to diſſuade me from grief : 
'Tis in vain then, youll fay, to repine 
At ills which car't be redreſs d, 
But in ſorrows ſo pungent as mine, 
To be patient, alas! is a jeſt. 
If farther, n 
Thy tender compaſſion is 
Call Jenny to help to undreſs, 
And decently put me to bed. 
The laſt humble ſolace I wait, 
Would heaven i me the boon, 
Some dream leſs unkind than my fate, 
In a viſion tranſport me to town. 


Clariſſa mean time weds a beau, 
Who decks her in golden array, 
The fineſt at ev*ry fine ſhow, 
And flaunts it at park and at play; 
Whilſt here we are left in the lurch, 
Forgot and ſecluded from view, 
Unleſs when ſome bumkin at church, 
Stares wiſtfully over the pew. 


Song LXV. Freedom is à real treaſure. 


Reedom is a real treaſure, 
Love a dream, all falſe and vain, 
Short, uncertain 1s the pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting 1s the pain. 
A ſincere and tender paſſion 
Some ill planet over-rules ; 
Ah, how blind 1s inclination ! 
Fate and women doat on fools. 


Song LXVI. I hate à fop, &c. 


Hate a fop that at his glaſs 
1 Stands prinking half the day ; 


Wich 
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With a fall 
ä 


And to 


What tis he longs to have. 


Song LXVII. Had IT the world at my command. 


HY, Lycidas, ſhou'd man be vain, 
If bounteous heav'n hath made him great! 
Why look with inſolent diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck d with wealth and fate ? 
Can ſplendid robes, or beds of down, 
Or coſtly gems to deck the hair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown 
Give health, or ſmooth the brow of care? 
The ſcepter'd prince, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble and the haughty die ; 
The poor, the rich, the „the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the richeſt glories wore, 


Fled is that grandeur they poſſeſs d, 
And all their greatneſs is no more. 


n the sky, 


. ilded train, 
But . its ſhort-liv'd beauties die, 


Diſſolves to common air again. 


and. 


at? 
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Song LXVIII. When I ſurvey Clarinda, &c. 


HEN I ſurvey Clarinda's charms, 
Folded within my circhng arms, 
What endleſs pleaſures move along, 
ee) ſole and ny nec 


Love on her breaſt has fixt his throne, 
And Cupid revels in her eyes; 
Who can the charmer's pow'r diſown, 

When in each an arrow flies? 
Yet when wounded, we feel no pain, 3 
No, tis pleaſure 
Above meaſure, 
Raptures flow in ev'ry vein. 


Song LXIX. So num'rous, &c. 
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Calm and ſerene, like Spring, her air ; 
Like Autumn, ſoft her mold ; - 
Her face, like Summer, blooming fair: 

Her heart, like Winter, cold. 


Her boſom, 
Her 


4＋ 
Forbear, ſhe cries, your fawning lyes, 
I've vow'd to die a maid. * 


To talk of apes in hell, 
And what was worſe, the odious curſe 
Of ing old and ſtale; 
Loſs of bloom, when wrinkles come, 
3 K* _ none will mind, 
Joy, lin , 
Grown faded —— 155 
At which, when known, ſhe chang'd her tone, 
And to the ſaid, 
Dear ſwain, give o'er, I'll think once more 
Before I'll die a maid. | 


Vor. III. K 


grateful love thas every hour 
To puniſh me by her diſdain ! 
You tyrannize to ſhow your pow'r, 
And ſhe to triumph in my pain. 


You; who can laugh at human woes, 
And victims to her pride decree, 

On me, your yielding flave, i 
Your chains ; but leave the free. 


Impious and cruel you deny, 
A death to eaſe me of my care; 


n to make me try 
The force of beauty and deſpair. 


Song LXXII. The Twitcher. 


E that has the beſt wife, 

She's the plague of his life ; 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort 


Song LXXIII. To love and to languiſb. 


SF. love and to languiſh, 
To figh and complain, 
ow killing's the anguiſh, 

How tormenting the pain ! 
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Song LXXI. My Goddeſs Celia, &c. 
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Song LXXIV. Since now the, &c. 


Ince now the world's turn'd upſide down, 
Tyr oo 5G 
As N a doubt were 
Wo het tis ihe annie: 
Of ancient modes and former ways, 
I'll teach you, firs, the manner; 


ES SEND 


But wore a cen grogrum er. 


Nor ever ſtript me to my ſtays, 
To play the pank at baſe; 


In 
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In ratafea ne'er made debauch, 


Nor reel d like — Gunner; 
ur ot yn my coach, 
was a dame of honour. 


I till preſerv'd my maiden fame, 
In ſpite of oaths and lying ; 
Tho' many a long-chinn'd 

And fairfawould be enjoy in 

My fan, to guard my lips I 
From Cupid's lewd o'er-runner ; 

And many a Roman noſe | rapp'd, 
When I was a dame of honour. 


My curling locks I never bought 

Of beggar's dirty hters; 
Nor prompted ww 4 a wanton thought, 

Above knee ty'd my — 


I never g 1 gn 


Nor prov'd a cheat to be a bride, 
When I was a dame of honour. 


My neighbours ſtill I treated round, 
— ſtrangers that came near me; 
| Who too — welcome found, 
ſtill endear me. 
2 at court would be 
1 _ nor yet no fawner, 
Match in old hoſpitality 
Queen Beſs's dame of honour. 


Song LXXV. Say, cruel Armoret, how long. 


AY, cruel Armoret, how long 
In billet- doux, and humble ſong, 
| Shall poor Alexis woo? 
| If neither writing, ſighing. dying, 
Reduce you to a ſoft complying, 
O! when will you come to? 
In K 2 Full 


| 


Song LXXVI. What care I for, &c. 


"HAT care I for affairs of ſtate, 
Or who is rich, or who is great? 
How far abroad the ambitious roam, 

To bring or gold or filver home? 
What is t to me, if France, or Spain, 
Conſent to peace, or wars maintain ? 


Good barly-land to make beer; 
. ES _ 
o ſpend in peace my latter end; 
In honeſt eaſe, and home-ſpun grey 
And let the evening crown the day. 


Song 


Ho — HD oo ot A tho@dt 


on 


Song 
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Song LXXVII. I burn, &c. 


Burn, my brain conſumes to aſhes ; 
| Each eye-ball too like lightning flaſhes : 
ithin my breaſt there glows a folid fire, 
Which in a thouſand ages ean't expire. 


Blow, the winds great ruler, blow ; 
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither, 
'Tis ſultry weather ; 

Pour them all on my foul, 


It will hiſs like a coal, 


But never be the cevler. 


"Twas pride hot as hell 
That firſt made me rebel; 
From love's awful throne, a curs'd angel I fell : 
And mourn now my fate, 
Which myſelf did create, 
Fool, fool, that conſider d not when I was well. 


Adieu, tranſporting joys ; 
Off, ye vain fantaſtick toys, 
That drefs their face and body to allure. 
Bring me daggers, poiſon, fire, 
Since ſcorn is turn'd into deſire, 
All hell feels not the rage which I, poor I, endure. 


Song LXXVIII. Scoca puero. 


IFE's ſhort hours too faſt are haſling, 
Sweet amours can never, never be laſting ; 
Care and forrow 
May to-morrow 
Hinder the dear deſign of pleaſure, 
Nor grant the happy leiſure, 
To count our darling treaſure. | 
Time, time, Celia, is flying, 
Whilſt you are denying ; 
Diſſolution 


Ok piey, ob phy) will Feeas in my arms 


Song LXXIX. No more, Sir, no more, &c. 


O more, Sir, no more, Ill cen give it o'er, 
I fee it is all but a cheat; 


—— who pray, muſt always obey, 
And bring down their knees and their eyes. 
Of late you have made devotion a trade, 

In loving, as well as rcligion ; 

But you cannot prove, thro” th” ages of love, 

Any worſhip was offer'd but one. 
That one let it be, in which we agree, 

Leave forms to the maids who are ; 
Were both of a mind, make haſte and be ki 


And continue a goddeſs no longer. 
Song LXXX. Hart, bart, the buntſinan 
ſounds bis born. 


ARK, hark, the huntſman ſounds his horn, 
Let's tipple away the roſy Morn, ton, ton, ton. 
hunt the bottle from fun to ſun, 
And halloo the glaſtes the coarſe to ran, 
Ton, ton, &c. Each 


An 
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Each young toper a huntſman ſhall be, 
And i of a wear a red livery, ton, ton, &c. 
We'll ſcorn their their arrows, and guns, 


We'll hunt with long pipes, and ride upon tuns, 
Ton, ton, &c. | 


We'll charge with tobacco, and follow the cry, 

Till failing of „the bottle ſhall die, ton, ton, &c. 
And then for a make uſe of the bell, 

Whoſe clangor ſhall rouſe us, and make us ran well, 
Ton, ton, &c. 


the wound the blood does paſs, 

e boldly ventures to fill his glaſs, ton, ton, &c. 

Nor fears to taſte the flowing gore, 

* and drinking, ſtill hunts for more, 
on, Ec. 


your glaſſes merrily round. 
thus ſupply'd with hare and hound, ton, ton, &c. 
Bacchus as on, 
We'll follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton, 
Ton, ton, ton, &c. ; 


Song 
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Song LXXXI. Love, the ſweets of love. 
OVE, the fects of love, 


ago wn. then bring a jolly bowl, 
fond love within S 
With flowing cups I'Il raiſe my foul, 
And here's to the happy minute; 
or fluſh'd with brisk wine, 
- When ſhe's ing and warm, 


' Oblige her, and take her by florm.. 


Song LXXXII. To fhew Tunbridge Wells. / 
ſhew Tunbridge Wells 
Other waters excells, 
In the various effets of the bleſſing ; 
T can prove without pain, 
They can work on the brain, 
As well as the bladder by p—ſing. 


For as they can heal, 
With the iron and ſteel, 

And the wretch paralytick recover ; 
They can make iewd dice players, 
Go to chapel to prayers, 

And a brazen phyſician turn lover. 


Songs and Ballads. 
They ke him diſgrace 
| | A moſt beautiful fave, 
And adore a thing fro and cloudy ; 


Witneſs a brown girl, 
Counted here for a pearl, 


Whom we all thought at Clapham a dowdy. 


A face turn'd four- 

Full of aukwardly air, 
Ne'er defign'd for nice beauty's regaliaz | 
With a mouth, which each laugh 
Spreads two inches and half, 


And a kin like a ham of Weſtphalia. 


Then tho' grazzet ſhe wears, 
Through her fiſterly fears 

Of what her whole lineage may come to ; 
Since her daddy deſpairs, 
Yet ſhe gives hes ſelf airs, 

MS Ä 


They can make the 
An many he pope 
Applaud this fine method of living; 
Tho” you never can ' 
Out the wolves from the 
2 And it all ends in cheating and thieving. 


In ſhort, to conclude, 

| Without being rude, 

They can give ſuch a tincture to nature: 
They fat bawds can inure 
To fell fruit, and procure, | 

In ſpite of the jerksof a ſatyr. | | 


Song LXXXIII. E 4 Goddeſs Celia, beavenly 
air 


T is not that tes mae tb 
Than when before your fet I lay: 
They | Var: III. L But 
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But to the ſad encreaſe 
Of hopeleſs love, I keep away. 


In vain (alas !) for every thing, 

Which I have known belong to you, 
Your form does to my fancy bri 

And makes my old wounds bleed anew. 


Who in the ſpring from the new ſun 
— 1 | 

Too late begins thoſe ſhafts to ſhun, 
Which Phcebus through his veins has ſhot. 


Too late, he would the pain aſſwage, 
And to thick ſhadows does retire ; 
About with him he bears the rage, 
And in his tainted blood the fire: 
But vow'd I have, and never muſt 
Your baniſh'd ſervant trouble you; 
For if I break, you may miſtruſt 
The vow I made to love you too. 


Song LXXXIV. TI range around, &c. 


AD TI the world at my command, 

And own'd the wealth of ſea and land, 
0 Id preſent it all, 

And at her feet lay down the ball. 


Or was my life by ſcraps ſuſtain d 

From door to door, by begging gained : 
Would the be mine, I'd bleſs my fate, 
Nor wiſh a more exalted ſtate. 


Poſſeſſing her, or rich, or poor, 

What is there to defire more ? 

There's nothing precious but her charms, 
And pleaſure dwells but in her arms. 


O grant, ye powers ! the fair I love 
May to my vows propitious prove; 


Songs and Ballads. 


And from your altars ſhall ariſe f 


The ſmoke of daily ſacrifice. 


Among the bleflings you beſtow 

On craving mortals here below, 

Make but the lovely maiden mine, 
III all the reſt with joy reſign. . 


Song LXXXV. A maxim this, &c. 


Maxim this amongſt the wiſe, 


others who philoſophize, 


Gravely pronounce, love is blind. 


Alas! too well do lovers ſee, 
And, ſeparated, beſt agree, 
 Paniſh me from Belinda's fight, 
Or the fond maid far hence remove : 
Our bodies part, our ſouls unite, 


The more we grieve, the more we love. 


Believe the youth you wrongly blame, 
Abſence adds fuel to the flame. 


Between us burning deſerts , 
——— 1 
Or let the wide unfathom'd ſpace 
Of roaring ſeas between us flow: 
Place, or not place them, tis all one, 
Empires have bounds, but love has none. 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 
On diſtant rocks, in tow'rs of braſs : 
m_ faithful lovers moſt endure, BY 
ill moſt improv'd their minutes pals. 
Impriſon her, — me, 
In ſpite of priſons, thought is free. 


Ceaſe then your idle cruel arts, 
Recall your harſh command: 
A deſtiny rules over hearts, 
And who can deſtiny withſtand ? 


That abſence cures a love-fick mind: 
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In vain, alas! is human skill: 
Love will be love, do what you will. 


Song LXXXVI. Says Roger to Will, 


Ays Roger to Will, beth our teams ſhall lie ſtill, 
8 And no hay ſhall be carry'd to make the mow ; 
or what eder betide, we muſt ſee the new bride, 
And the lads and the laſſes, and all the ſhow : 
Such fine folk never were ſeen, 
For all the country comes in 
To day, let's leave then our hoy gee hoa. 


There's flaxen and brown, and ſlim and full grown, 
There's tall for your liking, and others low; 
There's ſome that can skip, and there's others can trip, 
There's grey eyes, and haze), and black as a ſloe: 
Their n 
They're ſure all, all of one mind; 
Zooks think no more then of hoy gee hoa. 
There's widows and maids, with their high cocking heads, 
Tho” ſome are unskilful, yet others know; 
There's batchelors brisk, who can caper and frisk, 
And the art of fine footing can nimbly ſhew ; 
When blood warms, matches are made, 
Thus on goes love's jolly trade, 
Then who'd be ſweating at hoy gee hoa ? 


Song LXXXVII. My Goddeſs Celia, heav'nly 


Fair. 


OR haughty Phillis, Thyrſis pines, 
F In his pale 1 the roſes E. 
1 he gayly chearful ſports reſigns, 

And feeks the ſweetly ſoothing ſhade. 
Now by the ſtream ſupine he lies, 
Or o'er the mead does frantick ſtray, 


Or to the rocky mountain hies, 
As love directs the various way. 


To 


Song LXXXVIII. Tweed Side. - 


IKE a ; l 
All Glens, neglndet, and Ye 


Tormented by hope and deſpair, 
I fob when ef mins me whe 

No joys in this town can I 
The lilly's a deſert to me; 

I ſcarce ſhould being blind 
To all other objects but thee. 


In the fields as I faunter along, 
look but for thee in my way, 
And if from my fight thou art gone, 
I mourn all the reſt of the ; 


Nor reliſh 
Thou only 


Song LXXXIX. Arch Cupid, &c. 


R CH Cupid roſe, 
A nr 
The bee provok'd, his finger gor' d, 
He ran, and to his mother roar'd: 
Undone! ah, mother, I'm undone ! 


then embrac'd the lad, 
She 'd his pain, and ſmiling faid : 
The anguiſh from ſo ſmall a dart 

Is not like that which lovers feel ; 
Each lover feels thy pointed fteel, 
Not in his finger, but his heart. 


Song XC. Muſing, I late. 


n 

On Windſor Terrace fate, 

And hot and weary, 

Heard a merry 

Am'rous couple chat; | 
Words, as they go, 

The nymph ſoon made me know; 
And tother was, 
Tho gay in dreſs, 

A blund' ring country beau. 


The 


N 
5 


She then brisk and gay, 
That lov'd a tunetul lay, 
In haſte pull'd out, 
bid him or play ; 
He both arts Hy 
And ſhe as quickly cry'd ; 
Who's learnt no way, 
To ſing nor ſay, | 
Shou'd ne'er make her a bride. 


To ſoar on fortune's painted ; 
ar aumbler motives ſtrong * 
To haunt, unvex'd, the muſes ſpring. 
Some rural cott, where angel peace, 
Mild o'er the foul her influence ſheds ; 
Where pleaſures flow with gay increaſe, 
And ſport at eaſe on roſy beds. 


Al To Ga never me ſeduc d, 


Song XCI. Waft me ſome ſoft, &c. 


Where 


4 
$h, 
He 
$h 
He 


gaw throw ; 


Aurelia firſt I courted. 


BYE - be, Ih 
9 83 17 * 11 
1151 1 
Ply i} 84 
152555 e 


ed. 
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'd that power 
rer Frm n from the fair 


5 a blemiſh o'er her, 


Dut hang © 08 ou'll find ; 
Still, — 24 1 


For the 


Song XCIII. In vain by DR you ſtrive 
N vai parallels ſtrive 
mW ' eyes to praiſe 
—_— which we can't conceive, 


diſplays. 


Gaze on them only, if you'd know 
What dazling rays they dart ; 
| But if what piercing darts they throw, 
Then view my wounded heart. 


A Dialogue ſung by an eunuch boy, and a girl. 
Song XCIV. Fly, fly from my ſight, &c. 


She. LY, fly from my fight, fly far away, 
My us thouꝰ It dy purchaſe by thy ſay 3 
= away, 3 fool, away. 


He. Dear 


I cannot, cannot ſtir, 3 cannot go 
She. Thou filly, filly creature, be advis'd, 
And do not, do not ſtay to be defpis'd 
By al-my actions, thou may ſt fee, 
My heart can ſpare no room for thee. 
He. Why, why doſt thou hate me ? ah, confeſs, 


Thou ſweet diſpoſer of ay joys. 
Why, I can kiſs, and I can ; 
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She. Boaſt not thy muſick, for I fear 
Thy finging gift has coſt thee dear; 
Each warbling linnet on the tree 
Far chey liR's — pr 

or they lite” ures prove, 
As they can fing, ſo they can love. 

He. Why ſo can I. 

She. No, no, no, poor boy ! 

He. 22 

She. Narbe r 
There's ſomethi face and voice, 
n. 
No, no, boy ! 

He. Pray do but try, do but try, c. 

I know no reaſon, no reaſon why. 
She. You know, you know, you know you lye. 


Song XCV. Believe my ſighs, my tears, my 
ar. | 


| Fr Sylvia, ceaſe to blame my youth 


For having lov'd before; 
men, Cer they learnt the truth, 
Pu Deities adore. 

My youth ('tis true) has often rang'd, | 
bees o'er gawdy flow'rs ; | 

And many thouſand lovers chang'd, 
Till it was fix'd in yours. 


For, Sylvia, when I ſax thoſe eyes, 
"Twas ſoon determin'd there, 

Stars might as well forſake the skies, 
And vaniſh into air. 

If I from this great rule do err, 
New beauties to explore. 

May I again turn wanderer, | 
And never ſettle more.” | 

| 


© 


| 
| 


He 
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Song XCVI. Under the Greenwood Tree. 


F all the plagues in human life, 
A ſhrew is the worlt ; 
Scarce one in ten that takes a wife, 
NG 
Since then the plague in marriage lies, 
Who'd ruſh upon his fate? F 
When he for freedom, bondage buys, 
And till repents too late. 


Song XCVII. When love-fick Mars. 


HEN love. ſick Mars, the god of wars, 
The willing, willing goddefs teuk'd 
e willing, w x 

Thoſe wounds 2 made. 

All rapture he, all charming ſhe, 
Gave kiſs for ev'ry ſcar; 

Thus raviſh'd he with the deity, 
Swore love the nobler war. 

Thus fighting he would ever die, 
Melting in Celia's arms, 

And pawn an immortality, 
For her diviner charms. 


Song XCVIII. Damon, turn, &c. 


& 


Amon, turn your eyes to me, 
LY Whither 1 you, wou d you lead em? 


d you, 
another ſhe, 


you, can you t 
that leaves a roſy, roſy cheek, 


r 

| * 

Pox, pox upon him ad * a 
| 2 


92 A Complete ColleSion of 
e 
Or d'ye love a ſleepy eye? . 


Here is one can 


Gaze an age, I'll ſhew to win ye; 
And when I've ſhewn all I can, 
If you go, the devil's in ye. 


Song XCIX. Bleſt as iÞ immortal, &c. 


OVE weary'd with 22 
Deſcending at th' 

to Panthea's boſom 

And made that ſeat of joy his bed. 


her heaving boſom roſe, 
And 'd to court him to repoſe, 
Neſt ling he felds his wings to creep 
Between her breaſts for ſweeter ſleep, 


Pleas'd and tran with the joy 
22 a prepay, 
m p 
oy taps wo 


She took a various-colour'd braid 

Of purple, , and ſcarlet made ; 
Now, y er, faid the cruel fair, 
You ſhall Panthea's fetters wear. 

But when fi riz'd he waking found, 
ITT 
Bi wept, , 2 

f To give her captive a releaſe. 
Sly youth, fays ſhe, wou'd you ſo ſoon, 


Nuit your apartment, and be gone ? 
= my dear rover, firſt diſcharge 


Your quarters, e er you're ſet at large. 


Ten 
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Then for a bribe, faid he, to 


My quiver take, and cake my ; 


Nor can [I greater triumphs boaſt, - 
Than that my arms to you were loſt. 


And now thoſe ſhafts are his no more, 

His bow and enſigns of his pow'r ; 
Panthea now commands love's darts, 

All eyes ſhe charms, and wounds all hearts. 


Song C. Vain, Belinda. 


AIN, Belinda, are your wiles, 
Vain are all your artful ſmiles, 
te, lhe © OS 

And then decline th approaching fight, 
And then decline th approaching fight. 
Various are the little arts, 

Which you uſe to conquer hearts ; 
By empty threats he would affright, 
And you by empty hopes invite, 

| And you by, &c. 


Song CI. If fhe be not, Kc. 


F ſhe I. 

But peeviſh unhandy, 

ve her, ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſame ſpruce jack-a-dandy. 

I would not have thee ſuch an afs, 
Had'R thou ne er fo much leiſure, 

„ a laſs, 


pride's above her pleaſure. 


Tien 


A Complete Colletlion of 


% 


Bright was the Morning, e. 


Song CIL. 


5 
i 


ay 


on the waves I left my dear, 


JH 
411 
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al 


Song CI. Chlee, be wiſe, no more, &c. 


and quiver} dh 


ELL me a6 more of 


1 


Unleſs on borrow'dt Ceha's eyes. 


Let's not of him an idol make, ' | 
But own love's ph where it is due: 


The ſoy rei miſtake, 


Elſe we like frantick atheiſts live, 
And juſtly may like them be curs9d, 
| Who all to ſecond cæuſes give, 
And vainly dare deny the firſt. 
Song CIV. When I was a Dame of Honour. 
INE ladies with an artful grace 
Diſguiſe each netive feature, 
hilſt flat ring glaſſes ſhew the face 
As made by art, not nature : 
But we poor folks in home · ſpun b 
By patch nor waſhes taint 
Look freſh, and fweeter far than they 
That ſtill are finely painted. 


Song CV. Some hoift up Fortune, &c. 


OMF. hoiſt up Fortune to the fkies, 
Others debaſe her to a bubble: 
I nor her frowns nor favours prize, | 

Nor think the chang'ting worth my trouble. 
If at my door ſhe chance to light, 

I — my 18 8 
The viſit paid, I bi night ; 

Nor murmur when Le bes her leave. 
Tho? proſp' rous gales my canvas crowd, 

Tho' ſmooth the waves, ſerene the sky, 
I truſt not calms, ſtorms forebode, 

And ſpeak th' approaching tempeſt nigh. 
Then, virtue, to the helm repair, 

Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the oar ; 
Now ye winds, ſtorms, rend the ait, 
My Bark thus mann'd, ſhall gain the ſhore. 

Song 
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Dr i hls grin 


To love will win 
We muſt be thrifty, 


36 


I lay it here down; 


Duns come ſo boldly, 

tn Sage Senna 

all things holy, 

is all I can fay ; 

Yet Pm fo raptin 

The ſnare that I'm trapt in, 
As I'm a true captain, 

. 


Go plunder, | 
| your 1 | 
Odſ——ns I wonder 
You dare be ſo bold, 
Thus to be 
A treaty fo | 
Or dream too of 
My fort with ſmall gold. 
at ten pj 
But who me 
* 
0 
Thus, por ro in ball 
So, captain Kick-and-cuff, 
on your way. 


The End of the firſt Number of Volume II 
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Song CVII. Gentle Cupid, ſeek my lover. 2 


ENT LE Cupid, - fark my lover 
——— Waft a thouſands fighs from me; 
17 223238— 4 

id 

3 Sl 


Song CVIII. In vain, dear Chloe. 


HALL I ftand and tamely fee 

Such Smichßeld bargains made of me ? | 
Is not my heart my own? | 
e I hate, 


H Y ſhou'd women fo much be controul'd? 
Why ſhould men wich their rights make ſo bold ? 


Nn 


"Tis paſt the pow'r of tongue to tell, 
eur ar Au. 
8 2 n 
My paſſion for my , 
Can love be too fincere ? 
I'd ſooner take of life farewell, 
Than of my deareſt Arabell. 


Song CXI. When the bright God of day. 


to a wife | 
W Is link'd for his life, 
Is plac'd in moſt wretched condition: 


— 
—— — 


Tho d with ber tricks, 
Like a 2 : 
And death y phyſician, - 
And death ern ſs ry 


To trifle 'and toy, 
May give a man joy 
When —j 2 or by beauty ; 
But where is the bliſs in 
Our conj * er 
— is anient by dues 7 


The cur who's d 

Of mutton the 
A bone he could leave at bis pleaſure : 

But if to his tail 

'Tis ty'd, without fail 
He's harrafs'd and d beyond meaſure, - 
He's harraſs'd and d beyond meaſure. 


Song CXII. Anſwer to the above ſong ; to the 


foregoing tune. 
HAT man who for life 
Is bleſs'd in a wife, 
Is ſure in a ha 


Pray where is the joy, 
To trifle and toy, 


Soi 
N 
A8 
If ſach 
Gill 
Your h 
. 


r arms; 


day in garments gay, 


Of ſatin and of filk. 
And if your mind be fo inclin'd, 


ry 


To have them in 


dainty frames 
Wich ſkins as white as milk; N 


Dreſt ev 


And there's your dames, of 
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dong CXV. Love's a gentle generous paſſion. 


OVE*'s a gra 
Source all lime delight, * 
with mutual inclination 

Two fond hearts in one unite, 

Two fond, &c. 


| Song CXVI. Gilly-flow'r, gentle roſemary. 
— =o 
here 


Gilly-flow'r, gentle roſemary : 
As the due it flies over the mulberry tree. 


you ſhould wed, you're as certainly bit, 


, 5 


| 201 4 Complete Colleftion of 
Seng CXVII. Ther man who 10%. der. 


1 12 —_— we con, Grngeriſinre 
Is moſt deſerving of the fair: 


bold and „ 
The whining ſlave we all defpiſe. 
The whining; &c. 
Let coxcombs Batter, cringe and * 
Pretend to languiſh, pine and die _= 
men of words my ſcorn ſhall be, 
man of deeds is tlie man for me: 
"fo men, Ac. 


Song CX vn. T had a pretty lap, @ tenant of 


aw 2 8 1 
J , — 
Let makes, and let revel and * 


— fach reaſore. what moral ; 


= You're the ſource of my hopes, the fpring of my joy, 
A fountain 2717 Joy 


4 A fountain of bliſs, &c. 

, Song CXXII. How tranſporting, &c. 
3 OW tranſporting is the pleaſure, 
H When wwe Sits he: ents wee! 

hen our fondneſs knows no meaſure, 

And no bounds our dear delight ! F 
Sang CXXIII. A beggar got à beadle. 
Ter | 

e had a pretty niece, 

as courted by a barriſter, 8 

r piece. f | 1 
Her uncle to prevent the ſame, 


Did all that in him lay; 
For e re much to blame, 


As all good fay. | | 


dy, 


ND 


Song CXXIV. Now fortune is paſt, &c. 
4 OW fortune is paſt its ſevereſt, 
My paſſion, of mortals fincereſt, 
Kind heaven has repaid in m —_— 
What gift can it greater 
G. Trae love ſhall ts A. 
Still conſtant whatever betide us 
There's nothing but death ſhall divide us, 
So faithful a fondneſs we'll ſhow. 
Bath. By Cupid and Hymen united, 
1 — hted, ; 
ell hve in each other deli ghted, 
The greateſſ of bleſſings below. 


Song CXXV. Come learn by this, &c. 


G. 


OME learn by this, ye batchelors, 
Come learn by this, ye batchelors, 
Who lead ynſettled lives; 
When once ye come to ſerious thought, 
When once ye come to ſerious thought, 
There's nothing like good wives, 
There's nothing like good wives, 
A. Come learn by this, ye maidens fair, 
Come learn, &c. 
Say I adviſe you well, 
You're better in a husband's arms, 
You're better, &s. 
Than leading apes in hell, 


Then leading, &c. 
8. A batchelar's a cormorant, 
A batchelor's, &c. 
A batchelor's a drone; _ 
He eats and drinks at all men's coſt, 
ES, 
t ſeldom at his -.] n, 
ſeldom, &c. 


* „ - Is 
> 2 1 
| 
\ 1 


At marriage rail and low'r, 
82 the fox cou'd n't reach the grapes, 


CXXVI. Tou've been with dull 
_ logues here banter*d ſo long. 2 


For ſound has oft nick d you, when cou'd not hit. 
Then, ladies, be kind ; 


- 
£ 
* 
— 


ith dull prologues here banter'd fo 
NN gs 
o fing you 2 fit 


Mask- 


fleerers, 
Old eoaſters, 
Love boaſters, 
uy ſet up for truth: 
— 
Some jaded 
Old mothers, 
And others, | 
| Who've yet a colt's tooth, 
See us act that in winter, you'd all act in youth. 
Y ry-haunters, who love to lie ſnug, 
And mounch apples or cakes, while fome nexghbour you hag: 
Ye loftier Is, who above us all fit, * 
And look with contempt on the mob in the pit ; 
Here's what you like beſt, 
Jig, ſong, and the reſt. 
1 * hers, 


Cloſe 
84 — 
Kind ceufins 


dozens, 
Ye! cuſtom don't break. 


wi Gout take. 


Song 
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Song CXXVII. This glorious day, 8c. 


HIS glorious day, let pleaſures flow ; 
Now love and Hymen jar no more; 
— 12 let ſorrow ceaſe below ; 
ither repair, the golden age reſtore. 
Let mortals ſhare the bleſſings of the skies, 
See Jove for ever ceaſe to rove, 
And own, tho” nuptial feuds ariſe, 
No joys can vie with lawful love. 


Happy he, who wiſely choſe 
Total taſte of love without his woes. 


» whoſe charms improve 
12242 delights of harmleſs love. 


Chorus. Change may raiſe a wanton fire, 
| But truth can beſt improve deſire, 


- 


And kindles never to expire. 


ge. 
Wand' ring full, and ſtill uneaſy, 


. Nought can fix ye, nought can pleaſe ye; 
While true love, like heev'aly joys * 


Never dies, nor never cloys. 
From drooping 1 let — 4 fly, 


Joy muſt reign, and 

ls who grieve for coy — 
Hearts now — wretches dying, 
Know, that lovers who purſue, 
Soon or late the fair ſubdue. 
Blame your fear when you deſpair,- 
Not the wiſhing, dying fair. 


ny e pleaſures Hymen 
ml om. STS 


All the pleaſures Hymen brings, 


_ never. dying 


That were roving wer the plains, 
From all — fly. 
To claim kind Hymer s gentle tye ; 
With their wanton motions courting 
Some lovely maid, +» 
Whoſe eyes perſuade | 
To ſoft delights, and am'rous ſporting. 


—. Love's flame div inely burns: 
2 — — Hymen agree, 
uno, when 
All Fearts thus — * 


Song XXVII. On @ bank of * 


Hould the ſtorm blow 
And cloud the sky, 
What care ſuch ouls as we? 
Let the thunder roll 
Till it makes the bowl, 
It rolls in vain to me: Y 
To the roaring found, 
Let the glais go ound; 
While the worid ſhall ring, 
To the tunes we ſing, 
With a fai, lal, ia. 
And I drink with joy to thee. 


Song CXXIX. Tou little blind deceiver, go. 


O Celia's arms I flew, 
And there all night I feaſted ; 
o God ſuch tranſports ever knew, * 
Nor mortal ever taſted. . 


Song CXXX. Chloe be wiſe, no more perplex me. 
H. Phillis neither charms nor graces, 


More than the reſt of women wear; 
d by fate with common faces, 


x me. 


| 2 ſing of this fiddle's country ; 


As much as me 


Then let us conſtant = as 4 
Whoſe laws inviolable are; 

Not like thoſe rambling meteors there, 
That fore tell ills, and diſappear. 


So ſhall a pleaſing calm attend 


Our long deſtiny ; 
So ſhall our loves andylives expire, 
From ſtorms and tempeſts ever free. 


Song CXXXI. Cremona fiddle. 


E lads and ye laſſes, that live at Longleat, 

Where, they ſay, there's no end of good drink and 
meat 3 

Where the poor fill their bellies, the rich receive honour, 

So great and ſo good is the lord of the manor. | 


Ye nymphs and ye ſwains, that inhabit the place, 
Give _— ſong of a fiddle's hard caſe ; 

For it is of a fiddle, u fweet fiddle I fing, 

A ſofter and ſweeter did never wear firing. 


Melpomene, lend me the aid of thy art, 

Whalft I the ſad fate of this fiddle impart 3 

For never had fidd)e a fortune ſo bad, 

Which thews the beſt things the worſt fortune have had. 


This fiddle of fiddles, when it came to be try'd, 
Was as fweet as a lark, and as ſoſt as a bride: 
This fiddle to ſee, and its muſick to hear, 

Gave delight to the eye, while it raviſh'd the ear. 


was born and was bred in fair Italy, 
A a town where a marſhal of France had the hap 
( Fortune de la guerre) to be caught in a trap. 
Var. III. P 


\ 
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When ſtrait there came in a hu 
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And now, having fung of this fiddle*s high birt! 

7 ould ig of th Rogers which made — 
But fingers ſo ſtrait, ſo fwift, and fo ſmall, 

Should be ſung by a poet, or not fung at all. 
Though I am, godwot, but country ſwai 

And Einnot indie: in fo lofty a han: — 


So all I can ſay, is to tell you once more, 
Such hands and fuch fingers were ne'er ſeen before. 


Having ſung of the fingers and fiddle, I trow, 
You'll hold it but meet I ſhould fing of the bow; 
The bow it was ebon, whoſe vertue was fuch, 
It wounded your heart, if your ear it did touch. 
Cupid fain would have 'd with this bow for a while, 
To which the coy nymph thus reply'd with a ſmile, 

My bow is far better than yours, I ; 
Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal. 


This fiddle and bow, and its mufick together, 
Would make hearts as light as a feather : 
But alas! when I its 
Your heart it will bleed, and your 
This fiddle was laid on a foft eafy chair, 
Taking all for its friends its ſweet mufick did hear; 

m_ 

a drum. 


I wiſh the de'il had it to make 


Now wo to the bum that this fiddle demoliſh'd, 
That has all our muſick and paſtime aboliſh'd ; 

May it never want birch to be ſwitch'd and be laſtid, 
May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd. 

May it never break wind in the cholick ſo grievous, 
A penance too {mall for a crime fo miſchievous ; 
Ne'er find a foft cuſhion, its anguiſh to eaſe, 

While all is too little my wrath to appeaſe. 


. 


— 


2 


a Sent and Ballad. 
other bum-ſcrapes it ſtill bear the blame, 
2 r 
May it ne er mount on horſeback without loſs of leather ; 
Which brings me almoſt to the end of my tether. 
And now, left ſome critick of deep penetration, 
Should attack our poor ballad with grave annotation ; 
The fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in riddle, 
He muſt firſt make à beter, or kiſs this bam - iddle. 


Song CXXXII. O the broom, the bonny, benny 


. broom. 


EE 


In honour of the ſuff ring maid, 
Whoſe heart is now at caſe. 


Let tender verſe our loves declare, 
And tell in ſofter lays, 

The nymph was true, as well as fair, 
And worthy of our praiſe. 


Song CXXXIII. Celia my deareſt, no longer 


depreſs me. 


LY me not, Silvia; why do yau fly me? 
Hear me, fair Silvia, 
Though you deny me: 
You're all my pleaſure, 
You're all my treaſure, 
You're all my joy and all my care. 
my an , 
See how I languiſh, 
See how I languiſh, ah! as rok 
2 


Smile 
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Smile then and heal me, 


Or frown and kill me, 
For death is better than deſpair. 


Song CXXXIV. Prithee, friend, &c. 


thee, friend, leave off thy thinking, 
; fill we drown'd in drinking, 
4 f BOY 
Do not, do not then delay ; 
Bacchus cares not for thy will, 
But will have us drinking ſtill. 
Do but view this of claret, 
raters, locke; 
Drink it quickly, or you'll mar it, 
Pox of ſighing, or of books: 
Let us have good ſtore of wine, 
Hang him then that does repine. 


Call the drawer, bid him fill it, 
As full as ever it can hold: 
O take heed you do not ſpill it, 
"Tis more precious far than gold ; 
Let us drink, and then 'twill prove, 
Drink is better ſport than love. 


Song CXXXV. And in each tratt of glory, &c. 


ND in each tract of glory, ſince, 

And in each tract of glory, fince ; 

or their lov'd country, or their prince. FE: 
Princes that hate, that hate Rome's tyranny, | 
And join the nations right with their own royalty : 
None were more ready, none were more ready, 


None, none, none, none, none were more ready 
In diſtreſs to ſave ; 


No, none were more loyal, none, 
None were more loyal, none, none more brave. 


6 


Song 


e 18 


Fe 


&c. 
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Song CXXXVI. Chloe, be wiſe, no more perplex 
me. 


HE merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
| it in a borrow'd name; 

Euphelia ſerves to grace my 

t Chloe is my real flame. 

My ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 
Upon Euphelia's toilet ln z 

When Chloe noted her 
That I ſhould fing, that I ſhould play. 


My lyre I tune, my voice I raiſe, 
But with my numbers mix my fighs ; 
And whilſt I fing Euphelia's praiſe, 
I fix my foul on Chloe's eyes. 
Fair nag oe! * —_— 
[ ſu , « * 
And vis he 1 | 
Remark'd, how ill we all diſſembled. 
Song CXXX VII. *Twas within a Furlong, 
Charming cunning man! thou haſt been wondrous 
kind, 
And all thy golden words do now prove true, I find; 
Ten thouſand tranſports wait 
To crown my happy fate, 
Thus kif:'d, and preſt, 
And doubly bleſt, | 
In all this pomp and ftate ; 
New ſcenes of joy ariſe, 
Which fill me with ſurprize: 
My rock and reel, 
And ſpinning-wheel, 
And husband I deſpiſe : 
Then, Jobſon, now adieu, 
Thy cobling ſtill purſue, 
Fer hence I cannot, will not, . 


"+ 9 
„ 
k i : 
1. 
1 
* 4 
wid 
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s, and 
oy may woes v ar alager wh 


will like trouble them 
r 


Upon a young lady near Fleetditch. 


Song CXXXVIII. When love and youth can. 
not make way. | | 
A Poa ! rl me, lovely 1 
— be 
— 


What dangers 


The b, — e 
Ys rival fear 


- Retire Dorinda, to your glaG, | 8 
2 And well conſult your charms ; | 
, and at length confeſs 


How vain were thoſe alarms. 


II you can doubt your power ill, 
If ſtill you can 


repine 3 
| Yet ceaſe to think that Stephen will 
In your injuſtice join. 
In vain may Chloe fpread her ſhares; _ 
| em for win on tip: 
In Chloe, ſure no charm appears, 
Or none appears to me. 


Yer till in vain . fly, 


; ar bog toms x pow'r defy, 


Of you I muſt complain, 


* 
* 


* 
* . 


* 
* 
= — 
** „ o 
* 
* 
o 


2 | Song CXXXIX. Fay bin or 
who 2 Iviasface 
m to = Each 

Around her ev'ry 


Song CXL. 4 Celia in. ber garden ftray'd. 


29888882 9 
reamt of harm; 


— lovely maid, 
A bee 'd 
And ried on hevieits. & 
The curious inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting bloom ; 
But with a thouſand font in view, 
It found a ſudden doom. 


theo elude ng ve Bnet 

daring little thing: 4 

But firſt — rank, * 
And felt the painful ſting. 

anne — 
Once be injurious 

Not ſo the darts of Celia s eyes, 

They never ceaſe to wound. 


n A Coniplite Celan of 
| Oh! we'd the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart 
to move; 
221 — the heart 
She fires with love! 


Now, now, now I bore; 
I hem when I cleave, but now I bore. 


Song CXLII. A. Celia near a fountain lay. 


OU fay you never think of love, 
Or know not what it i; 

Nor ever had deſires to ary 
The ſweetneſs of the bli 

"Tis true, you fay't, and we believe, 

"oo _ it ſeems ; | | 
'ou may not with, but pray forgive, | 
f we miſtruſt your dreams. | 

Aſleep your prejudice is gone, 

Your wiſhes apace come on, 

And force you to be kind. | 

The angels who your ſlumbers guard, | 
Your tender breaſt inſpire ; | 

With love, and fing the dear reward 


Songs and Ballads. 


4 Dot when pou anda, tis all forgot, 
And in hem e i! 
in the night w 
It loſes in 5 of 


am. Your knit to fades e 
| By day, Cleara, then be kind, 
Or be it ever night. 


Song CXL III. Gently touch the warbling tyre. 


AIR Silena, queen of love, 
Deign to hear the captiv'd fwain ; 
do, All he acts or ſays, . 
Strive to mitigate 


Mar traſpors meet the boy; 


Sweeteſt ſlumbers will , 
Love ſhall animate the whole ; 
Each bleſt minute that we loſe, 
lay. Only robs our ſofter ſouls: 
Fondly then let us embrace, 
met e 


All is tranſport, all is bli. 
Song add Who wou'd not gaze away bis 


Heart. 
| HO wou'd not gaze away his heart 
| | On Mariana's eyes, 


Did not her and juſt diſdain 
The bold delight chaſtiſe ? 
tu Vor. III. Q 
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Mirth and joy ſhe ſpread 


s around, 
Like the ſun's chearful light, 

When his returning beams 
The empire of the night. 


Her beauty with amazement ftrikes 
„ 4 
er virtue tempers with deſpair 
The youthful and the bold. 


Her ſo diſarms her wit 
Of the offenſive part, 

Whilſt others only charm the ear, 
She ſteals the very heart. 


Let us no more deſame the fair, 
But learn to praiſe again; 

Bright Mariana's worth demands 
A new and nobler ftrain. 


So to the feather'd kind the ſpring 
Reſtores their wonted voice; 

On ev'ry bough they fit and fing, 
And court their new-made choice. 


Song CXLV. Come, Jug, my honey, let's to bed. 


Jahn. Nome, Jug, my honey, let's to bed, 
1 
For when I am near thee by deſire, 


I burn like any coal of fire. 


Zug. To quench thy flames Ill ſoon agree, 
Thou art the fun, and I the fea; 
All night within my arms then be, 
And nſe each morn as freſh as he. 


CHO. Come on then, and le together, 
Come all, the old and the young, 
The ſhort and the tall; 
The richer than Crceſus, 


Lo 
Li 
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And poorer than Job ; 
For tis wedding and bedding 
'That peoples the globe. 


Fohn. My heart and all's at thy command, 
And tho' P ve never a foot of land; 
Yet fix fat ewes, and one milch cow, 
I think, my Jug, is wealth enow. 


. A wheel, ſix platters, and a ſpoen, 
Te A Jacket edg'd with blue — 
My coat, my ſmock is thine, and ſhall, - 

And ſomething under beſt of all, | 


CHO. Come on then, &c. 


Song CXLVI. When Troy town. 


Ylvia, for ever lovely, deareſt maid, 

With you compar'd, the lilly and the roſe, 
Oferwhelm'd in grief, recline their dewy head ; 
Not this ſo pure, nor that fo blooming ſhows. 

In every clime your opening beauties bring 
Flora's whole wardrobe, a perpetual ſpring. 


Unlock the treſſes of your burniſht hair, 
Looſe let the ringlets o'er your ſhoulders ſpread ; 
Thus mix'd, we view them more diſtinctly fair, 
Like traits of golden wire on ivory laid. 
$0 Phœbus o'er the yielding Ether ſtreams, 
And ſtreaks the filyer clouds with brighter beams, 


So finely turn'd your poliſh'd eye-brows riſe, 
As model'd by young Cupid's heavenly bow; 
And ſure his fatal ſhafts are in your eyes, 
Which at the gazing world in ſport you throw. 
O Nymph ! to eaſe your lover's throbbing heart, 
Yield, and prepare for a revenging dart. 


Your honied lips, like fair vermillion bright, 
Moiſt as Dione's, with a balmy ar 
2 


Panting 


—————— ——— rn — —_——— — 


And heal me with a 
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Panting for kiſſes, ſwell to give delight. 

And part commodiouſly with mine to meet. 

O come, like doves, my Sylvia, let us bill, 

Foin, thruſt, and parry, with ingenious skill. 


But ſtop! for ſo exceſſive is the bliſs, 
It ſhoots like poiſon thro my vital blood; 
With pain you ſtab at every kiſs, 
O gods! ) and torture while you're kindly good. 
Too lovely maid, my cruel caſe, 
compleat embrace. 


What roſy odours your ſoft boſom yields, 
Heaving and falling gently as you breathe ! 

Like hills that riſe amidſt fair fertile fields, 
With round {ſmooth tops, and flow'ry vales beneath: 
So ſwell the candid Alps with fleecy ſnow, 
While myrtles bud, and vi'lets blooming blow. 


Your ſpeech, like muſick, flows in charming ſtrains; 
Your fragrant kiſſes with delight I taſte ; 

Your touch, like lightning, trembles thro' my veins, 
And wakes my fancy to a freſh repaſt : 
Raptures on raptures, an eternal round, 
And joys on joys ſucceſſively abound. 

If the fam'd = 17 full fruition ſhare 
In tranſports, whic Ir appetites refine ; 

If love and pleaſure are the bus'neſs there, 
What bliſs have they more exquiſite than mine ? 
Sylvia, like heaven. does ev'ry ſenſe improve, 
And melts down ev'ry paſſion into love. 


Song CXLVII. Deſpairing beſide a clear, &c. 
Larinda, the pride of the plain, N 

So fam'd for her conquering charms; 

Repenting her ſcorn of a ſwain, | 

Sat penſive, and folding her arms: _ 
No er 


ns 3 


Kc. 


Her 


Oh! cou'd the paſt hours but return, 
When I triumph'd in Angelot's heart ! 
Clarinda would mutually burn, 
Would mutually ſuffer the ſmart : 


But far from the plain he is 
Enjoys the ſweet ſmiles of a fair, - 
Whoſe kindneſs the ſhepherd has won, 
And Clarinda no more is his care. 
How oft at theſe feet has he lain, 
Jing his ſorrowiul fate 
But all his complaints were in vain, 
I fooliſhly doated on ſtate: 
I long'd to be gaz d on in town, 
To fparkle in golden array; 
By my dreſs and my charms to be known, 
In the park and at ev'ry new play. 


I thought, without grandeur and fame, 
That marriage no bleſſing could prove: 
Some wealthy young heir was my aim, 
And I lighted poor Angelot's love: 
Such madneſs beſotted my mind, 
I receiv'd all his fighs with diſdain ; 
I regarded his vows but as wind. 
And ſcornfully ſmiPd at his pain. 


How happy my fortune had been, 
Could my reaſon have conquer'd my pride! 
In bliſs I had rivald a queen, "Y 
Had I been my dear Angelot's bride. 
With him more content T had found, 
Than grandeur and fame can ſupply ; 
For his fondneſs my wiſhes had crown'd, 
With a paſſion that never would die, 


J had 


, 
\ 
| 26 


| While the 
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I had feafted on innocent joy 
On the nes of kindnch and caſe; 


And the loſs I ſhall Ee, 
Till death ſhall relieve me from pain. 


Thus wail'd the ſad nymph all in tears, 
When the ſwain to the green did advance; 
In his hand his new conſort a 


With a train gaily join d in a dance: 
1 and ic a the gh 
To the neig 


57 4 me retit d, 
(Once the — of her delight) 
And fainting, in ſilence dhe 


Song CXLVIII. On the brow of Richmond- bill. 


N the brow of Richmond-hill, 
Which Europe ſcarce can parallel, 
Every eye ſuch wonders fill, 
To view the prof; proſpect round ; 
Where the filver Thames does gli 
And ſtately courts are edify d, 
Meadows deck'd in ſummer's pride, 
With verdant beauties crown'd. 


Lovely Cynthia paſſing 

With brighter glories bel. my eye; 

Ah! then in vain; in vain, faid I, 
The fields and flow'rs do thine 3 

Nature in this charming 

Created pleaſure in exce 

But all are poor to Cynthia's face, 
Whoſe features are divine. 


W 
* 


l. 
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Song CXLIX. Del take the mar, &c. 


E'il take the war, that hurry'd Willy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
hey made him captain ſure to undo me, 
Wo is me, he'll neer return: 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run ; 
Day and night I did invite, 
To ſtay fafe from the ſword and gun. 


I ugd alluring graces, 
** 3 muckle kind embraces, 10 | 
ghing, then ery ing, tears dropping fall ; 
And had he my ſoft arms 
171 — 5 war's alarms, of gad, 
ove grown without the man 
I fear in my fit I had grented all. 


I waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me wou'd catch the men; 
And on my head a huge commode fat cocking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall agen: 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flowers did ſhine ; 
My love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scotch laſs was e'er fo fine. 


My petticoat I ſpotted, 

21 with thread I knotted, 
Lace ſhoes, and filk hoſe, garter full over knee ; 

But oh the fatal thought ! 

To Willy theſe are nought, 
Who rid to towns, and rifled with dragoons, 
When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me. 


__ 


When 


15 
Song CL. el all to conguering beauty bow. 
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HY flies Belinda from arms, 
Or ſhuns my kind embrace ? 
Why does the hide tes blooming blooming charms, 
And where I come forſake the place 
Like ſome poor fawn, 1 

Of air does ſo ; 
In the leaſt wind he death, 
S 
Alas! I never meant thee ill, 
Nor ſeek I to thee ; 
Why ſhouldſt thou then with coldneſs kill 
The dying flave that does adore thee ? 
Leave, leave thy mother's arms, for ſhame ! 
Nor fondly hang about her ; 


Thou'rt now of age to play the game, 
And eaſe a levele yule without her. 


Song CLI. Danty D 
B lg drive dull — 


Be brisk and airy, 
— 

In your tem 1. 
Does knw an _ ; 
We all were born ( mankind agree 

From dull reflection to be free, 
ö —— * — cannot be : 
Then anſwer your creation. 


wounds, Hymen heals, 
Then all our 
Wiſhing, — 

To embrace what beauty yields, 
Is left when in — ; 
But Bacchus ſends fuch treaſure forth, 

Poſſeſſion never palls its worth, 


We always wiſh'd for't from our birth, 


And ſhall for ever with on. 


Song CLII. Still, Chloe, ply thy courtly art. 


rom bully and 


ill, Chloe, ply thy courtly art, 
Touch retouch thy face z 
'11ll the coſmetick pow'rs impart 
A bloom to ev'ry grace. 
What tho' the home-bred country maid, 
To modeſt rules a ſlave, 
Diſdains all uſe of white and red, 
But what plain nature gave: 
Whoe' er the umpire be; 
He muſt be blind, or muſt refer 
The palm entire to thee. 
7574 * bluſhing ſhame | 
» Or 3 
No 22 ſteady looks betray, 
They always ſhine the ſame. 
Song CLIII. How vile, &c. : 
OW vile are the ſordid intrigues of the ton 
ing and lying continually fway ; 
punk, to the politick gown, 


In plotting and ſotting they waſte the day: 
All their diſcourſe is of footy affairs, 
The French and the wars is always the cry 3 


Vor. III. 


Dre 
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I hop'd a rich trader, by ogling charms, 

Into my conjugal fetters to bring z 
I planted my ſnare too for one lov'd arnis, 

But found his deſign was another thing: 
From the court province, down to the dull cits, 
Both cully and wits of marriage are ſhy ; FF 

Marriage, alas, is — ; 
Nay, tho' a virgin hes pining, 
Ah pox of the Mentow, whe . 11 


Song CLIV. Black-ey'd Suſan. 


T break of day, poor Celadon, 
Hard by his ſheep-folds walk'd alone; 
His arms a-croſs, his head bow'd down, 
His oaten pipe beſide him thrown ; 
When Thirſis, hidden in a thicket by, 
Thus heard the diſcontented ſhepherd cry. 


What is it Celadon has done, 

That all his happineſs is gone? 

The curtains of the dark are drawn, 

And chearful morn begins to dawn ; 
Yet in my breaſt 'tis ever dead of night, 
That can admit no beam of pleaſant light. 


Yon pretty lambs do leap and play, 
To welcome the new-kindled Y, 
Your ſhepherd harmleſs, as are you, 
Why is he not as frolick too ? 

If ſuch diſturbance th' innocent attend, 

How differs he from them that dare offend ? 


Ye gods! or let me die, or live; 
If I muſt die, why this reprieve? 
If you would have me live, O why 
Is it with me as thoſe that die 

J faint, I gaſp, I ap+,; eyes are ſet, 


My cheeks are pale, am living yet. 


Ye 


| 5 * 
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Ye gods! I never did withhold 
The fatteſt lamb of all my fold, ; 
But on your altars laid it down, 74 
And with a garland did it crown. 
Is it in vain to make your altars ſmoke ? 
Is it all one, to pleaſe and to provoke ? 


Time was that I could fit and ſmile, 

Or with a dance the time beguile; 

My foul, like that ſmooth lake, was ſtill, 

Bright as the ſun behind yon hill ; 
Like yonder ſtately mountain clear _— 
Swift, ſoft, and gay, as that ſame butterfly. 

e; But now i thon's civil war, 

In arms my paſſions are, 

Their old allegiance laid aſide, 

The traytors now in triumph ride; 
That many-headed monſter has thrown down 
Its lawful monarch, Reaton, from-its throne. 


See, unrelenting Sylvia, ſee, 
All this, and more, is long of thee ; 
For ere I ſaw that charming face, 
Uninterrupted was my peace; 
Thy glorious beamy eyes have ſtruck me blind, 
To my own foul the way I cannat find. 


; 


Yet is it not thy fault, nor mine ; 
Heav'n is to blame, that did not ſhine 
Upon us both with equal rays, 
It made thine bright, mine gloomy days; 
To Sylvia beauty gaye, and riches ſtore, 
All Celadon's offence is, he is poor. 


Unlucky ſtars poor ſhepherds have! 
Whoſe love is fickle fortune's ſlave: - 
Thoſe golden days are out of date, 
When every turtle choſe his mate: 
Cupid, that mighty prince, then uncontroul d. 
Ye Now like a little neg: 9's bought and fold. 
"Ig R 2 dong 
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Song CI. v. Will you bear a Spaniſh Lady. 


As hispriſoner, there he kept her, 


In his hands her life did lie ; 


Leave me not within this city, ; 2 
ED ES: 
Theu this 
>>» F 
But my heart in priſon ſtill 
Remains with thee. 1 
2 Whom thou know 'ſt thy country's for ? : 


and night 


le my 


ſoldiers never carry 


y ſuch without offeace. 
i change myſel!, 
; 


Still to ſave thee day 
y mind is p 
of 
Is counted 
will 
EH i 


E 
* I 


i 
Thy 


he 
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And like a will follow thee 
Where-e'cr go. 


I have neither gold nor filver 
To mainly BURR. 3 
And to travel is t charge, ; 


watry 
Well, in troth I ſhall endure 


3 4 
For I could find in heart to loſe 
My life for thee. 


Courteous lady, leave this folly, 
Here comes all that breeds the flrife, 
I in England have already 
A ſweet woman to my wife : 
I will not falſify my vow 
For gold nor gain 
Nor yet for all the faireſt dames 
That live in Spain. 

O how happy is that woman 
That enjoys fo true a friend! 
Many happy days Ged lend her, 

Of my ſuit I make an end: 
On my knees I pardon crave 
For my offence ; 


. 


Songs and Ballads. 


Commend ine to that gallarit lady, 
Bear to her this chain of gold; 
With theſe bracelets for a token, 
— „ 
jewels in li 
* 
yr ny Ay png thy wiſe, 
But not for me 


I will ſpend my days in A 
Lav ad off be hes dis. 

In a nunnery I will ſhrowd me, 

Far from any company: 

But e er my prayers have an end, 
Be ſure of this, 

To pray for thee and for thy love, 
I will not mils. 


Thus farewel, moſt ga'lant captain, 
Farewel to my heart's content ; 
Count not Spaniſh ladies wanton, 
Though to thee my mind was bent : 
Joy and true proſperity 
Remain with thee ; 
The like fall unts thy ſhare, 
Malt fair lady. 


Song CLVI. 22 gentle pales, &c. 


E gentle gales that fan the air, 

And wanton in the flow'ry * 
Oa! whuper to my abſent fair, 

My ſecret pain, my endleſs love: 
And at the breezy c oſe of day, 

When ſhe does {cek ſome cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 

And ſeater roſes at her et 
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f | 855 EF 
! 1 
11777 11111 3 
I 121121 33}: 
E j 3 1 He a 
> 43 1185 4 I 

Es 4 5 


-. 


Vor. III. 8 


2111 
As well as thou gotteſt it in, boy. 


co _— and away they ride, . 

whip nor was wanting ; 

As fron as the thag enter'd the room, 
Then cry'd out the bantling : 

A female chit, ſo ſmall it was born, 
You mi ight put it into a Baggon ; 

And it be chriſten'd that very morn, 
Far fear it ſhoald die a pagan. 


Then Robin and Doll, with conſtant Kate, 
Were goſſips for this 
And the wives merrily prate, 
While Jupgy in bed lay Iiſt' ni 
They talk'd of this, and chey tale of b. 
Of charting they were not ſparing ; 8 
Some faid it was fo ſmall a brat, 


Tas hardly worth the rearing, 


— li cloſe 

As ds ſpider ; 

You need not fear, e'er ſeventeen years, 
She'll lig them a litile wider: 


For then ſhe'll be a woman grown, 
Pl lay five pounds in money; 
And have a little one of her own, 

As well as Jug my honey : 


Song CLVIII. Sweet are the charms, &c. 


be 


- Yet we, unmov'd, will fit and ſmile, 
. 
Theſe we can bear; gentle 

| And thou bleſt genius iſle, 
voice, 


WS Tz I O»>PM2> 
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Song CLIX. Where divine Gloriexs, &c. 
Here divine Gloriana her palace late card. 
And the choiceſt delights art and nature prepar d 


bank of fweet Thames, along, 
The Keoiek Philander ſat — 


As the river's clear waves Zephyr fly 
So her breath moves the paſſions, that 
As the trees by the Sun, feel a nouriſhing 
So my heart is 3 
The birds notes, we 
And the ſweeteſt of 


'd with ice unto the ſhore, 
The active ſtreams can roll no more. 


Wich rouſing fires the cold deſtroy, 
23228 the Rowing bowl; 
e ery to us joy, 
To 4 <p pg 4 
Hereafter to the Gods reſign ; 
Be theirs the care, enjoyment thine. 


To them this earth, their foot-ball, leave, 
To kick and tumble 1 they pleaſes 
| 2 


\ 


From 


"239 | f 


« 


| 
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F them the t —— 
2, —— . 


et till, ſubjefted to their — 
ED, 


| And give no reliſh but for toys. 
Youth is alone the time can prove, 
© Delights of ie or love. 


EE 68 ent 
85 reti d and dusky ſhade ; 
| Thefeignng hidden maid to trace, 
8 own treach'rous laugh betray'd : 
22 
Such pteaſures youth alone can feel. 
Ant wiua with froggit in arms, 
The leering little thing 
Is. rous'd, fluſhing all wi Y 
Secure her hand, and ſnatch her ring: 


Then all her frowns are but a blind, 
"Tis pledge enough ſhe will be kind. 


Song CLXI. Katharine Ogie. 


S walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 
May's ſweet ſcents did cheer my brain, 
Pm flowers which grow fo rarely ; I chanc'd 


maid, 


I chane'd to meet 4 
She ſhin'd, it was fogie, 

I aſked her name; ſweet Sir, 244 
My name is Kath'rine Ogie. 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo flately ; 

So brick an air there did appear, 

la a country maid fo neatly ; 

Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lillie in. a bopie ; 

Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 


Like this ſame Kath'rine Ogie. 4 


Thou flower of females, beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee fure mult prize thee; - 

Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 

Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excells any clowniſh rogie 

Thou'rt match for laird, 4 or duke, 

| My charming Kati" rine" Ogie. 


Oh! were I but ſome 
Jo feed thy flock beſide thee ! , 
At boughting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee! 
I'd think, my ſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and 
Than he that hugs his "thouſ; 
mii 


den, 


I'd fade a nations ; 
Mi © ſe a8 Ta nc 
his laſs of whom od aror, vogie : 
For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar's with Kath'rine Ogie. 


A Complete Colleftion of 


Bur, I fear, the gods have not decreed, 
For me ſo fine a creature, 


nation, 
bright in arts; 
wants ma ? 


in arms, and 


, gay, and gallant nati 
ſecure from all invaſion 


Bald i 


22 


Git 


As tho' the lilly and the roſe 
For maſterſhip did ſtrive. 


ant 


144 
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And focunningly contriv'd, , 
——— round about 


That none, dat with a clue of thread, 


Could enter im or out. 
And for his love and lady's ſake, 
That was ſo fair and bright, 
The keeping of this bow'r he gave 
Unto a valiant knight. 


Bat fortune, that oſten frown 
Where the before did ſmile, 
The King's deli the lady's joy, 


Full ſoon ſhe did beguile. 


For why ? the King's ungracious ſon, 
Whom he did high advance, 
Againſt his father raiſed wars 
— 
But yet, our ious King 
The Engl: land forſook, 
Of Reſamond, his lady fair, 
His farewell thus he took : 


My Roſamond, my only Roſe, 
That pleaſeth beſt mine eye; 
The faireſt flow'r in all the world, 

To — fantaſy: 
The flow'r of my affefted heart, 
Whoſe ſweetneſs doth exxell: 
My royal Roſe, a thouſand times 
I bid thee now farewell: 


For I muſt leave my faireſt flow'r, 
My ſweeteſt Roſe, a ſpace ; 

And croſs the ſeas to famous France, 
Proud rebels to abaſe. 

But yet, my Roſe, beſure thou ſhalt 

My coming ſhortly fee ; 

And in my heart, when hence I am, 
TI bear my Roſe with me. 


V. 


When 


ki 
Until he had reviv'd again 
Her ſenſes mild and meek: 


Amongſt your foes unkind, 
Muſt go to hazard life and limb, 
Why ſhould I ftay behind ? 
Nay, rather, let me, like a page, 


And with ſweet baths refreſh your grace, 
As you return from fight. 
Vor. II. oP 


"0 
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My Roſe ſhall. reſt in Woodſtock bow'r, % 
With mufick's feet delight; 


Whil I amongſt the pre 
7 "pda 


Not one plain word could ſpeak. 
And at their parting, well they might, 
In heart be grieved 2 
After that day, fair Roſamond 
The King did ſee no more. 

For when his grace had paſs'd the ſeas, 
And into France was gone ; | 
With envious heart, Queen Ellenor | 

To Wookſtock came anon : 


hour ; 
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The cup of kneeP'd hy pit fr 


| She gave this comely dame to drink ; 
took it i her hand, 

And from her bended knee aroſe, 

rr 


3 
E op th . 
dome th hk hey ee every limb 
* its ite 
Her due foes did then — ; 
a glorious wight. 
— —— 
When life was fled 
At Godftow, . town, 
As may be ſeen this day. 


Song CLXV. Court lady. 

Ueen Ellenor was a ſick woman, 
And afraid that ſhe ſhould die ; 

Ther! the ſent for two fryars of France, 
de enn 
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The next vile thing that e're I did, 
To you I'll not deny; 

I made a box of poiſon ſtrong, 
To poiſon King Henry. 

That's a vile fin, then faid the King; 
God may forgive it thee : 

Amen, Amen, quoth earl marſhal ; 
And I wiſh it ſo may be. 

The next vile thing that ere I did, 
To you I will diſcover; - b 


ned fair Roſamond, 
All in fair Woodſtock bow r. 
That's a vile fin, then ſaid the King ; 
God may forgive it thee : 
Amen, Amen, quoth earl marſhal ; 
And I wiſh it ſo may be. 
Do you ſee yonder's little boy, 
A tofling of the ball? 
That is marſhal's eldeſt ſon, 
I love him tae beſt of all. 
Do you ſee yonder's little boy 
A catching of the ball? 
That is King Henry's ſon, ſhe faid ; 
I love him the worſt of all. 
His head is like unto a bull, 
His noſe is like a bore ; 
No matter for that, King H 'd, 
IR SIT” 
The King pull'd off the fryar's 
And appeared all in red; 
She ſhriek d, ſhe cry'd, and wrung her hands, 
And ſaid ſhe was betray d. 
The King look'd over his left ſhoulder, 
And a grim look looked he; | 
And ſaid, earl marſhal, but for my oath, 
Or hanged ſhould'ſt thou be. 


Song 
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Song CLXVI. Come, let us drink. 
OME, let us drink, 


'Tis in vain to think, 
W | 
our „ 
2 
All worldly care is madneſs. 


But wine, and chear, 
Will, in ſpite of our fear, 
Inſpire our hearts with mirth, - boys : 

The time we live, 
To wine let us give. 
Since all mult turn to earth boys. 


Hand about the bowl, 
The delight of my foul, 
And to my hand commend it: 
A fig for chink, 
*T was made to buy drink, 
And before we go hence we'll ſpend it. 


Song CLXVII. Why, cruel creature, &c. 


HY, cruel creature, why ſo bent 
To vex a tender heart ? 

To gold and title you relent, 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

Let glittering fools in courts be great, 
For pay let armies move; 

Beauty ſhou'd have no other bait 1 
But gentle vows and love. ; 

If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay 
The value that's their due: 


Kings are themſelves too poor to pay, 
A thouſand worlds too few. 
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But if a without vice, 
Withont diſgnie or art, | 
Ah Celia! if true love's your pride, | © 
Behold it in my heart. 


Song CLXVIII. Lads and laſſes blith and gay. 
Ads and laſſes blith and gay, 


gate, 
By geud luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
And pulling bonnet from his pate, 
He ſoftly lay down by me. 


Willy, tho? I muckle pri d, 
Yet now I n.. 
But made a frown, my face diſguis d. 
And from me ſtrove to throw him: 
Fondly he ſtill nearer preſs'd, 
Upon my boſom lying ; 
His beating heart too thump'd fo faſt, 
the loon was dying. 
to deny 


feigning ; 
r. 
With — 
Willy baulk d, no favour wins, 
Went off ſo diſcontented ; 
Bat I. gend faith, for all my fins. 
Ne'er half fo much repented. 


Song CLXIX. Stay, ſhepherd, ſtay. 


HE oF — of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The violet fweet, and lilly fair; 


Vor. III. U 


* 
oy 
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At „the nymph vonchſaf d 
— * — vl 


The flow':s leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore the day : 
And every nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 
'That in her hair they r 
Than growing in their native 
Undreſs d at evening, when ſhe found 
Their odours loſt, their colours paſt ; 
She chang'd her look, and en the 
- Her garland and her eye ſhe 


_— — > nat 
any mule's tongue could ſpeak ; 
When from its lid a pearly tear 


I ing what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, faid I, explain 
N humour: prithee tell; 

That falling tear what does it mean ? 


She ſigb'd, ſhe ſmil'd ; and to the flow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely mor'lift faid : 
See, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made ! 


Ah me! the bloomi ide of May, 
Ii one; 
At morn both flouriſh brighe and gay, 


Both fade at evening, pale and gone, 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung ; 
The am'rous youth around her bow'd ; 
At night her fatal knell was ; 
I faw, and kiffd her in her ſhrowd. 


* 
' l 
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Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; 
Go, Damon, bid thy muſe diſplay 
The juſtice of thy Chloe's A 


Song CLXX. See, ſee, my Seraphina, &c. 


\ 


Hree ny contending for my heart, 
The dings, pi tarts: 
Tenn 
The third employ d herſelf to cry 
The news — — * 
Beſides ev' ny night, twas i 


Look, gods, from your cceleſtial bowers, 
And guide me to the bet ; 

And may my faculties and 
Of heart and mind be bleft. 

Whilſt thus I cry'd, the gods reply d, 
Thy fate can't be revers'd ; 

The nymph we have choſen for thy bride, 
Sifts cinders from the duſt. 


Song CLXXI. Some liken man to brittle glaſs. 


But, doubtleſs, beer in barrel tunn'd, 
Or cloſe in bottle pent, 

Does human life thro” all its round : 
Moſt clearly repreſent. 


The infant drink will driv'ling doſe, 
And cry like child in cradle ; 

You muſt let neither lie too looſe, 
Nor yet too cloſely ſwaddle. 


laſs. 
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New ale, we know, is full of wind, 


153 


Wanting due time to ſtale it; 
The dregy, not yet by age refin'd, 
Are nauſeous to the palate. 
Freſh hops, ſometimes, our art employs 


To the liquor; 
PL her Lond that the boy's 
Correction is a bitter? 


At length. improv'd by rip ning age, 
Both man and beer grow bright; 
To converſation they engage, 
And ev'ry friend 


But if the cork be naught in one, 
And weak the head in tother ; 
The liquor's flat, and dunce the man, 

And neither can recover. 


Song CLXXII. Dying ſwan. 


Prithee ſend me back my heart, 
Since I cannot have thine : 
or if from yours you- will not part, 
Why then ſhou'dſt thou have mine? 


Yai I think on't, let it lie ; 
To find it were in vain : 

For thou'ſt a thief in either eye, 
Wau'd fteal it back again. 


hag 4 py two hearts in one breaſt lie. 

And yet not lodge together ? 

Oh, love, where A thy ſympathy, 
If thus our breaſts thou ſever ? 


But love is ſuch a myſtery, 
I cangot find it cut; 
For when I think I am beft reſolv'd, 
I then am is moſt doubt. 
WU 2 ” - Then 


A 
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6 
For Til believe I have her heart, 

As much as the has mine. 


Song CLXXIII. Dying Swan. 
* WAS an a river's verdant fide, 
ſwan . of 

with m 
3 —ů 


And though the ne er had ſtrain'd her throat, 
Or tun d her voice before ; 

Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a note, 
A while the ftroke forbore. 


Farewel, ſhe cry'd, ye filver ſtreams, , 
Ye purlin waves, adieu ; 

Where Phcebus us d to dart his beams, 
And bleft both me and you. 


Farewel, ye tender whiſtling reeds, 
Saſt ſcenes of happy love; 

Farewel, ye bright, enamell'd meads, 
Where I was wont to rove. 


R 
Waits, while I theſe laſt notes rehearſe, 
And then I muſt be gone. 


Mourn not, my kind and conſtant mate, 
We'll meet in below ; 

It is the kind of fate, 
And I with pleaſure go. 


Wulle thus ſhe ſung, upon a tree 
Within th' adjacent wood, 

To hear her mournful melody, 
A ftork attentive ſtood: 
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From whence, thus to the fwan ſhe ſpoke : 


— 


What means this of joy ? 
Is it, fond fool, fo a ftroke, 
That does thy life deſtroy ? 


Turn back, deluded bird, and try 
To keep th ing breath ; 
It is a diſmal thing ts 
And pleaſure ends in death. 


Baſe ſtork, the ſwan reply'd, give o'er ; 
Thy are vain ; 

If after death we are no more, 
Yet we are free from pain. 


But there are ſoft Elyſian ſhades, 
hed hewnn of ks monk 


Where never any ſtorm invades, 
Nor tempeſt ever blews. 


There, in cool ſtreams and ſhady woods, 
Fl ſport the time away 

Or ſwimming down the cryſtal floods, 
Among young halcyons play. 

Then prithee ceaſe, or tell me why 
J have ſuch eauſe to grieve ; 

Since 'tis a happineſs to die, 
As it's a pain to live. 


Song CLXXIV. Stella and Flavia ev'ry bour, 


Ttella and Flavia ev'ry hour 
Do various hearts ſurpriae: 
In Stella's foul lies all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


Mere boundleſs Flavia's are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; — 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 


x58 
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Stella, tike Britain's monarch, reigns 
e. - 
Like Eaftern tyrants, via deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 


Thy beauty's only ſtore ; 


Thy charms will ev'ry day decreaſe, 


Each day gives Stella more. 


Song CLXXV. My dear cock adoodle. 


With ſoft lul-la-by ; 
Give me thy ſweet li 
To kiſs, kiſs, iſe, kiß, kiſs, kiſs. 


Thy charming high forehead, 
. 
Thy fine dimple chin, 
And thy right Roman noſe, 
With ſome pretty marks 
That lie under thy toaths ; 
Sure thou lt be a rare one, 
To kiſs, kiſs, &c. 


To make thee quickly, 
I' do what can; 


Fll feed thee, I'll ſtroak thee, 
Tl make thee a man: 

Ah! then how the laſſes, 
Moll, Betty, and Nan, 

By thee will run mad, 
To be kiſs' d, kiſs d, &c. 


Songs and Ballads. 
And when in due ſeaſon 
My Billy ſhall wed, 
And bod a yr lp 
From church to the bed ; 


And welfare the dimple, 
And welfare ti noſe, 
And all pretty marks 
. lie under the cloaths ; 
or none is more hopeful 
To kiſs, kiſs, &c. 
Song CLXXVI. Sighing and languiſhing I lay. 
HE ſnows are fled; along the plain 
The graſs its low'ry mantle ſpreads ; 
The trees a comely load ſuſlain, | 
And wave in air their flowing heads. | 
The earth its gayeſt robes on, 
n 
And filver'd with th' i ſun, 
The limpid currents gayly ſhine. 


The graces feel the indu] | 
A nee daſhes the End Gree 


Spring's gaudy 


Wich 
Fair then begins her reign ; 

But foon the earth all naked leaves, 
Yet time thoſe daily waſtes irs 3 
The ſtars again reſtore the ſpring, 

Produce new „ awd new years, 
And move in an eternal ring. 


But more unhappy we become, 
Mere ſhadows, and to atoms fly, 


When cer the fates pronounce our doom, 


And cruel Pluto bids us die. 


Who knows if heav'n another day 
Will add to thoſe already paſt ? 

Or ſnatch us inftantly away, 
And make the preſent gaſp our laſt ? 


The goods of life then freely uſe, 
And gratify a lib'ral mind; 

Thy greedy heir ſhall ner abuſe 
A wealth you cannot leave behind. 


To wander on the Stygian ſhore, 
The honours of a noble birth 
Will plead in thy behalf no more. 


We mow Gr ens rom once read, 
then thy eloquence ail, 
Nor pity will itſelf evade 2 

A ſentence nothing can repeal. 


crown'd, and yellow ſheaves, 


* 
By 
By 
* 
By 
By 
By 
2 
By 


Her chaſteſt votary to ſave, * 
The chaſte goddels frive in vain, 
42 


Song CLXXVII. By the mole, Bec. 


Y the mole on your bubbies, ſo round and fo white, 
. 


By the ki ing 

the delicate up- and · down jutt of hips, 
128 Thick all trogrees the cnd-tipe 3 
I prithee now, &c. 
on your boſom, on which my foul dies, 


down 
thing of all thi which you love as eyes, 
thoughts you be down with, and thoſe when you riſe 3 


I prithee now, &c. 


Song CLXXVIII. Sawney was tall, &. 
wney was tall, and of noble race, 


-- 


gyro mn houſe, and I 
et Sawney will ne'er be my love agen. 


Her 
Vor. III. X I robbꝰ d 
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I robb'd the gfoves of all their ftore, 

And 's made to give Sawney one ; 
He kiſfs'd my and feign would do more, 

Geud feth me thought he was a bonny one. 
He ſqueez'd my fingers, graſp'd my knee, 
And carv'd my name on each 


* . 
+ And ſighd and languiſh'd to lig by me, 
Yet now he wo'not be my love agen. 


My bongrace and my fun-burn-face, 
He prais'd, and alſo my ruſſet gown ; 
But now do dagin hn thaen r lace 
Of ſome leud quean of town : 


Song CLXXIX. Prithee, Suſan, &c. 


James. Rithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
| By this doleful fpring ? 
You are, I fear, in love my dear; 
Alas, poor thing ! 


I fear 'twill prove you are in love, 
Alas, poor man 


ames. Nay, m , now I view 
7 Well 1 Van * 5 * 
When you're alone, you and groan 3 
Alas, poor heart ! _ 


Suſan. Jemmy, hold, I dare be bold 

To fay, thy heart is ftole, 

And know the ſhe, as well as thee ; 
Alas, poor foul! 


Song CLXXX. Ladies of London, + 


OU that 


I will 


© ++ * 
* 
8 a. 
- 
"OI 
= 
d 3 . 
E 
„ 
oy 


Come liſten unto me — . 


delight 


ge you ſhall not 


o ne. Sir 
X 2 


it will make you to 


5 
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oo 


garden a pond, 


to his daughters ; 


maids 
tell ſuch a 
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pretty 


Had three 
Of whom I will 


Near to the town, there lived an old man, 
Th' old man he had in his 


p 


* 
=. * 1 
nn, ot 2 
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. 
Z 


4 4 


*. 


To put on the ſheets they were fain to make ſhiſt, 
Their cheſt they could not unlock it : | 

At laſt ventur'd up theſe valiant men, 
Though arm'd. with A 

But took. them for ſpirits, run back Ny | 
And ſwore that the houſe it was haun 


Come ſhivering in at the door, S 
Who look'd like a rat, his cleaths ing wet, 
No rogue that was pump'd could worſer : 
All were amaz d to ſee him come in, | 
And ask'd of him what was. the matter ? 
He told them the ftory where he bad been, 
Which made them burſt into a laughter. 


\t Quoth the old dad, I was in a great buff, - 
| | And reckon'd to cut them afunder ; 
Thinking they had been three ſoldiers in buff, 
That came 'here to rifle and plander ; 


* i. 
" "Im. _ . % 
l 2 * * G » 8 
— <<” 


Therefore f put up my ray od vs, 
For why ſhould I be in a paſſion ? 


Song CLXXXI. Ring, ring the bar bell, Ar. | ** 


y I N G, ring the bar bell of the world, 
calls for wine ? 
pierce the globe, its juices drain, 
To whet hinr &' ke dine 


ud go 
We'll make Time drunk, the ref rephy', 
We gods can make a day. 
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Now Time's no more, let's drink away ; 
- make no words : 


true-born ſouls, 
We'll get as drunk as lords, 


Song CLXXXII. Cupid, god of pleaſing, &c. 


Acchus, of jovial drinking, 
Era 
Teach him wine's great power to know : 
Heroes would be loft in battle, 
If not cheriſh'd by the bottle: 
Wine does all that's great above, 
Wine does all that's great below. 


Song CLXXXIII. Deas i draw. 


Eign, Sylvia, rei 
he rebel quits hi arms; 
Your power's 


And 1 Habmit 
To love's victorious charms. 


The pleaſing pain, 


tle chain 
That cone hearts unite, 


Joys beſtows, 
—— i knows 
No ſuch tncere delight. 


I ſhiver, and I burn, 

I triumph, and I mourn, 
I faint, I die, | 
Until I fly, 

Her to return : 

O! I fear, 
Too fierce to bear, 

The mighty joy will be ; 
A OS hon te 
Fix'd in my heart, 

W af abs =» ans. 
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Song CLAXXIV. 4 tipping Jobs, 0. 


A * Zion of 


Come, friend, be plain: you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know ; 
we 


find, how you're inclin'd, 


Are you arch, or low ? 
John faid to PH tell you what, 
To end debates and firife ; 


All I can fay, this is the way 
I ſteer my courſe of life. 


I ne'er to Bow, nor go, 
To ſteeple-houſe, nor ; 

The brisk bar-bell beſt ſuits my zeal, 
With, gentlemen, d ye call ? 

Now judge, am I low-church, or high ? 
From tavern, or the . 

Whoſe merry toll, exalts che ſoul, 


And makes us high-flown people. 


Song CLXXXV. What though I am a coun- 
try laſs 


W though I am a London dame, 
And lofty looks I beara; 
I carry, fure, as EH 


1 is a thing all girl irls — * 
That will be ladies ſine - a. — 

And while I hear Fauſtina fing, 

A j 
eyes are wing, 
Toke if 1 11 


To at dear Quadrille-a : 
And 1 this there's more delight, 
Than in a purling rill a. 


Ver. IIT. | 8 
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Then fince my fortune does allow, : 
I'll live juſt as I pleaſe-a ; 
PI never milk my father's cow, 
Nor preſs his coming cheeſe-a: 
But take my ſwing both night and day, 
Tm ſure it is no fin-a ; 
And as for what the grave-ones ſay, 
I value not a pin-a. 


Song CLXXXVI. Bacchus one day gaily, &c. 


OVE is like the raging ocean, 
When the ſwelling 5 riſe; 
Winds which guide its troubled motion, 
Woman's temper well ſupplies. 


Man's the eaſy bark, and playing 
On the ſurface of tis im 

To the worſt of ills betraying, N 
Cupid muſt the pilot be. 


Song CLXXXVII. Duke of — s march. 


Sing mighty Markham's gullet ; 
1 or => to his head, 
He claps a bottle of red, 
No devil like him can pull it; 
His fame ſhall never be dead : 
He topes off Nantz by the flaggon, 
Till he ſpits out fire like a dragon; 
He was never heard to ſay, 
He'd enough, and away, 
But would ſtay till he'd ſpent ev'ry rag on. 


Damn'd niggards, I can't abide 'em : 
The Canaries and the Rhine, 
Can't furniſh me with wine : 

Drawer, fetch me a hogſhead to ſtride on, 
And call me the god of wine, 


With 


Songs and Ballads. _ 


With cluſters of grapes 
Let a deluge of liquor flow round me; 
For my living I would chuſe 
In an element of booze, 
For an ocean of it can't drown me. 


Let the Dutch and the Germans thunder, 
Revel fun from fun, 4 
Drink tun upon tun, 
Tl make the d—d dogs knock under 
cc. Still as freſh as when I begun. 
Bacchus, come drink, and be pox'd, 
Your noſe ſhall ſoon * A 
Sippi ons at a 
Cart LEW thirſty — 
For I never tope leſs than a hogſhead. 


Song CLXXX VIII. Greenwood tree, 


Amon to Sylvia, when alone, 
Did thus expreſs his love : 
air nymph, I muſt a paſſion own, 
Which elſe wou'd fatal prove. 
Can you a faithful ſhepherd fee, 
Who languiſhes in pain; 
And yet ſo cruel hearted be, 
To let him fue in vain? 


Then with his eyes all full of fire, 
And whining phraſes, he ' 

Intreated her to eaſe deſire, 
And grant him remedy. | 

Allur'd with am'rous looks, the maid, 4 
Fearing he might prevail, 4. 

'd, that he wou'd no more e 

wp that was frail. FRY 

Fear not, dear nymph, replies the ſwain, 
There's none can know our bliſs ; 

None can relate our loves again, 


Vith While this place ſilent is. 


come crown me, 


Y 2 | Then 
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Tln Damon, with a lov'd furprize, 
4 


With , +5 3 - > »þ po 


Song CLXXXIX. Mariana's charms, &c. 


Ariana's charms wound my heart, 
And kindle freſh defire ; 


The gentle nywph has caus'd my fmart, 
AMI fot wy on fire. 
RG to caſe 
Nn 


En onko Foy nr bean again 
Or let her love like me. 


Song CXC. Faithſul love, &c. 


Song CX CI. Haw't you ſeen, brother Fockey, &c. 


Ant you ſeen, brother Jockey, a loving ſhe cat, 
H Lie proving and — nga mewing ? 
or w 
' When comes a y — bear, who Fn lain, 


And ans her toby, and tickles her toby, for there lay 
her want : 


I} Je oy women (and 'tis certainly true) 
fickle coy women we did nat purſue, 


Like 


| Like cats they wou'd profirate themſelves, and cry mew, 
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Of his head he will complain; 
Then let's have a gentle touch, 
And ne' er be drunk again. 


Good claret was made for man, 

But man was not made far it ; 
Lets be as we can. 

So we drink not our wit: 
Good-fellewſhip s abus'd, | 

And wine will inſect the brain; 0 
But we'll have it better us'd, 

And ne'er be drunk again. 


When with good fellows we meet, 
- Aquartamong three or four; 
"Twill make us ſtand on our feet, 
While others lie drunk on the floor. 
Then, drawer, go fill us a quart, 
And let it be claret in grain; A 
"Twill cheriſh and comfort the heart, 
But we'll ne'er be drunk again. 
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| Here's a health to our noble King, 
And to the Queen of his heart; 
Let's laugh and merrily fing, 
And he's a coward that will tart. 
Here's a health to our general, 
And to thoſe that were in Spain, 
And to our colonel, 
And we'll ne er be drunk again. 


Enough's as as a feaſt, 
If a man did but meaſure know ; 

A drunkard's worſe than a beaſt, 
For he'll drink till he cannot ga. 

If a man could time recall, 

In a tavern that's ſpent in vain, 

We'd learn to be ſober all, 

And neer be drunk again. 


Song CXCIII. The painter and the devil. 


OOD friends and neighbours, all draw near, 
Some ſolace I'll impart ; 
Be mindful of the words you hear, 
They'll caſe your drooping heart. 
Fa, la, Ia, &c. 


All you whoſe wives are grown ſo free, 
To give you jealous pain ; 
Here's what will cauſe your jealouſy 
Neer to return again. 
Fa, la, &c. 


A painter once took great delight 
In painting of the devil ; 

And he would always paint him white, 
Which old Nick 2. civil. 


Fa, la, &c. 


One night the painter being in bed, 
' Aﬀeep, and in a — 


Songs and Ballads. 


His damſel on his left fide laid, 
The devil to him came. 
Fa, la, &c. 


Painter, ſays Belzebub, — 
Thy kindneſs to requite 
Ask what thou wilt, it hail be done, 
For painting me ſo white. 
Fa, la, &c. 


So, pleaſe your devilſhip, quoth he, 
Keep ſpouſe from playing pranks, 
And * I mayn't a cuckold be 
Pll always give you thanks. 
Fa, la, &c. 


No ſooner ask d, but granted was; 
The painter had a ring. 
Which, whilſt you wear, the ſiend replies, 
Ne'er fear a cuckolding. 
Fa, la, &c. 


Like lightning then — he flew ; 
The ter waking 

Found that he had his — 
Within his wife's halt- -< 


Fa, la, &c. 
So thus let me adviſe in brief, 


Each man wear ſuch a ring, 
My life for yours, you'll all be ſaſe: 
And ſo God fave the King. | 
Fa, la, &c. 
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Song CXCIV. HWaft me, ſome ſoft and cooling 


breeze. 


INCE we, poor flaviſh women, know 
Our men we cannot pick and chuſe, 

10 him we like, why fay we no, 
And both our time and lover loſe ? ? 
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With feign'd repulſes and delays, 
A lovers upper we pal 
And if too long the gallant ſtays, 
His ſtomach's gone for good and all. 


Or our impatient am rous gueſt, 
Unknown to us, away may ſleal, 
And, rather than ftay for a feaſt, 
Take up with ſome coarſe ready meal. 
When ity is kind, 
Ler women be ſo too; 
And, if the man be to your mind, 
Till needs you muſt, ne'er let him go. 


The match ſoon made, is happy ftill, 
For only love has there to do; 
Let no one marry gainſt her will, 
FR .- 4 off when her parents woo; 
AY WET REIT Op + 
whom jointure can obtain, 


To let a bed enjoy, 
ta fp hr bd enjoy 


Song CXCV. Of all ftates of life, &c 


He. F all comforts I miſcarry d. 
When I play'd the fot, and marry d: 

Tis a trap, there's none need doubt on't, 

Thoſe that are in would fain get out ont. 


She. Fie! my dear, pray come to bed; 
That napkin take, and bind your head ; 
Too much drink your brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos d. 


He. *Oons! tis all one, if I'm up, or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows, Fido cms 

She. "Tis to grieve me, thus you _— me, 
Was I, was 1 made a wiſe to lie alone? 


He. 


He. 


yg Vor. III. 2 


you ; 
day, 


tea. 


He. Pax! what ens T7, GEN pow or ten tn; 
Yonder's brandy will 
She. If thus parted, I'm 1— . 


When I, when I ſend for you, my dear, pray come. 


He. Tor FN Ge Gans 
Ill renounce my ſpouſe pouſe and kindred : 

To be ſober, I've no leiſure ; 

What's a man without his pleafure ? 


She. To my grief then I muſt ſee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be ; 
Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades, 
Poor I ir ticking with my maids. 


He. Oons! may go to you know, 
48 yes . pray do. 5 


2 


Song CXCvl. Chevy-Chaſe. 
Certain presbyterian 

unter pri 
And when in bed the lambs were laid, 
Their paſtor came to pray. 


But firſt, he bade each depart, 
Nor facred rites 5 
For carnal eyes ſuch myſteries, 


Can never entertain. 


| 


Song CXCVII. Who, to win a woman's favour. | 
HO, to win a woman's favour, 
Would ſolicit Tong in vain ? 
„to gain a moment's p 
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Song CXCIX. Sweet, if you love 


Song 
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to marry. 


CC. Troy had @ breed of brave ſtout men 


ROY had a breed of brave ſtout men, 

Yet Greece made ſhift to rout her ; 
uſe each man drank as much as ten, 

And thence grew ten times ſtouter. 

Tho Hector was a Trojan true 

As ever piſt gai wall, Sir. 
Achilles bang d Brea black and blue, 

For he drank more than all, Sir. 
Let Bacchus be oyr our god of War, 

We ſhall fear nothing then, boys ; 
We'll drink all dead, and lay em to bed, 
And if they wake not conquer'd, 

We'll drink em dead again, boys. 
ESSE 

or ; 
For he that drank, r 
Was ne er aſham'd 0's writing. 


J. 


me, &c, * 


O POP Þ © ja 


— 
* 


SAA MS 


And if the ſun ſet with his light, 
We'll drink him up again, boys. 
Song CCI. Dear catbolick brother. 
Y Chreſht and ſhaint Patrick, going home late laſt - 
night, 
morning, I was put in afright ; 


two in the 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ftripp'dall in his ſhurt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in thedirt. 
Then firing his piſtol direct on my faiſh, 
Stand ſtill, you dam dog, or you're dead on the plaiſh : 
De'el tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 
For ne'er was dear joy in more forrowful cai 


Corfounded, and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 
Your rougeſhip one day ſhall at Ty burn be try d. 

If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 
He will ſwear, joy, upon you his majeſty's peaſh. 


Thus threaten'd, he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, | 
III not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy money. J 
My money ! dear joy—'tis Teague's ſoal—he's undone 
Well, e en take it all—for by Chreſht I have none. ; 


Song CCII. To all you ladies now in town. 4 
O all you fops of court and town, | 
From Hampſhire we indite ; | | 
And though you think a country clown 
Can neither read, nor write: 
Yet, by theſe lines, we'd have you know, 
We are, at leaft, as wiſe as you. 
With a fal, ala. 


Before | 


Song CCI. *Twas when the ſeas were roaring- 


H A T's all the world to me, 
Since I muſt pine and die? 
W 
o ſhun my miſery ? 
8. | 
Of peace within my breaſt, 
I ne'ez wou'd ſeek my grave, 
But think of happineb. 
But that can never be, 
Since I have loſt my all, 
Unleſs my ſhepherd he 
n rn 
ne er this grief once t ht, 
\ When eee incor 
prov'd quite naught, 
Andleft me weeping here. 
Since oaths not love won't bind 
His fickle heart, I fee ; 
Ye god's above, pray find 
Some other way for me. 


» | Then 


Songs and Ballad. 
Then Cupid took his bew, 
Strait o his mother went, 
And ask'd if heſhou'd. go 
To fave the innocent. 


She bid him fly with ſpeed, 
And uie his piercing dart: 
EE P 1 
y wounding of his heart : 
He ſtood like one amaa'd, 
Not knowing what to do, 
But ory'd, I ſhall run craz'd, 
And bid the world adiau. 


Song CCI v. In the pleaſunt month of May. 


22 . g bait 
tem a it? 
And the voice enchants her ear, 

Of her long-loſt warbling mate ? 
Will the woman Cer deſpiſe, 
The which charms 


The fair who can't be woo, 
May ſurely retrieveall we loſt by dame Eve, 
And at court may die a nun. 


Song CCV. Alexis ſbunr'd. 


OUN G Damon, once the happieſt ſwain, 
The pride and glory of the plain, 
Vet ſee the effects of love) 
22 of all his ——— 
d company, with oppreſt, 
And ſought the thickeſt grove. - 
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The nymphs and ſwains all ftrove to find, 
What twas diſturb'd the ſhepherd's mind; 
And, when they begg'd to know, 

He only fhook his ing head, 


Myrtillo, hearing of his woes, 
r * 
| pain: 
The youth, tranſported, and amaz'd 
To hear her charming voice, ſoon rais'd 
His head, and thus began. 


 Thoves but tis a ſo fair, 

That I of all ſucceſs deſpair, 

n 
forgive, ſince ask d | 

If farther I my tale purſue, EIS. 

And fay, for you] burn. 


The then bluſh'd, and ſmiling ſaid, 
And is it thus you court a maid ? 

Thain | all deſpair 
ir's not won by dull ir, 
Ek. 


- The end of the Thi-d Volume. 
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The T 45 LE. in | 
F. . | 
Orgive me, if your looks I thought 2 
F Fair Iris and her ſwain | 35 
arewell the town's ungrateful noiſe 2 
Flavia's eyes, — manner 4 
Freedom is a real treaſure 6 
For 4 Thyrfi pines r 
_ mortal, us 1 | 
fly from m 2 fly far away . 
Fr Sylvia, to blame my youth 1 
Fine ladies with an artful 2 
Fly 8 why do you fly me 11 
rar Silena queen of love _—— 
e love» charming thing -174 
111 
G. mY 
Ently ſtir and blow the fire 


Gentle love, this hour befriend me 


H. 


OW nt a failor's life paſſes 
r Damon, Era drink and be marry 


He that has the beſt wife 

Hark, hark, the huntſman ſounds his hora 

ol oo wel uy command 
tra ng is the pleaſure 

Had Phils near charms nor graces 

How vile are the ſordid intrigues of the town 


Han't you ſeen, brother Jockey, a « kviag the ex 
Aaz | 
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The T ABLE: 


N. 


k TO glery I covet, na riches I wane * 
No more, Sir, no more, I'll c'en give t &'@ | 
ow fortune is paſt its ſevereſt : 


Eggy in devotion 
Prithee, friend, leave off thy thinking 
Prithee, Suſan, what doft muſe on 


Q. 
Q” Ellenor was a fick woman 


Weet, if you love me, {ailing turn, 
85 Smooth was the water, calm the air 
methinks you are unfit | 


e, in the limpid 
Fay. lovely 878i Loy fair, 
fo num' rous Flavia's charms 


Since now the world's turn'd 
Sey cruel Armoret, how 


e down 


Some hoiſt up fortune to the skies 
Shall I ſtand and tamely ſee 
Should the ſtorm blow high 

Sylvia. for ever lovely, deareſt maid 
Chloe, ply thy courtly art 
liken man to brittle glaſs 
Seella and Flavia every hour 
Sawney was tall, and of noble race 
Since we, poor laviſh women, know 


sf 


me you made a thouſand vows 
Trade's awrv, and fo am [ 
"I'was fancy firſt made Celia fair 
Toby Swill 
The danger is over, the battle is 
Thyrſis, a young and am'rous ſwain 
The morn was fair, the sky ſerene 
To love and to languiſh 
To ſhew Tunbridge Wells 
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ING, 1 


Says Roger to Will, both our teams ſhall lie ſtill 


The T 1 B L. E. 


Tell me no more of Cupid's bow 
That man who for life 
6 That man who beſt can danger dare 
5 That man that ventures fai 
7 Thou only darling I admire 
There was a certain uſurer 
This glorious day, let pleaſures flow 
To charming Celia's arms I flew 
6 To feaſts, to ſmiles, to joyful ſpore 
4 The merchant, to ſecure his treaſure 
I The mountain of the Delphian God 
4 The pride of ev'ry grove [ choſe 
+ Three nymphs contending for my heart 
. Twas on a river's verdant fide 
4 The ſnows are fled ; along the plain 
5 Troy had a breed of brave ſtout men 
f To all you fops of court and town 
1 U. | 
| - 
: Oh love ! thus every hour 73 : 
4 Vain, Belinda, are your wiles 93 
7 | 
I | | W. { 
5 | | ; 
| AS ever nymph like Roſamond 1G 
With an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong 29 : 
hen dotards wiſe and grave diſdain 32 : 
8 When Chloe's picture was to Chloe ſhown 36 0 
2 What tho' hur is in low eſtate 39 N 
7 When Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings 4 : 
3 What art thou, love? whence are thoſe charnts 53 
6 When innocence and beauty meet 54 
7 Whilſt you jant it up and down 64 
52 Why, Ly cidae, ſhou'd man be vain 79 
73 When I ſurvey d Clarinda's charms = 
0 What care I for affairs of ſtate 76 
ell When 


— * how now, Sir clown, 3 


103 

Who wou'd not away his heart 121 
Why flies from e 128 
Will you hear a Spaniſh lady 132 
When Sol had | 
Winter, 
Where di 
When as 
What 
Who 
What 


: 


Ye . and ye laſſes, 
Your — — 


13 who, wich ſpring returning — 


